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Around Town. 


An outrageously untrue statement, originat- 
ing in Toronto and largely copied through vhe 
United States, respecting the conduct of some 
young men at the last Government House ball 
here, deserves the specific denial of all the 
Toronto papers. The story was no doubt writ- 
ten by a man who believed that he was telling 
the truth, but he made the not uncommon 
error of failing to verify what was related to 
him as a fact. One of Toronto’s evening papers 
then copied the article, apparently without 
making any investigation. I am assured by 
the one who reported the proceedings for 
SaturDAY Nicut that there is not a word of 
truth in the article complained of, and Com- 
mander Law has brought such evidence before 
the general press that there is no doubt that 
the thing was not an exaggeration, but 
purely @& fabrication. I am not fond of 
vice-regal splendor and have always been 
an advocate of abolishing the mock courts 
which have been such a heavy burden 
on the taxpayers of the province and the Do- 
minion, The expenditure is paid by the many 
while the entertainments are for the benefit of 
the few, but aside from my objections to the 
institution I dislike beyond expression to have 
it announced tothe world that the youth of 
Toronto cannot refrain from drunken orgies 
if invited to share the hospitalities of Goverrn-* 
ment House. The story alleges that not only 
did these young fellows become intoxicated, 
but tore off the Lieutenant-Governor’s 
coat-tails, pelted the other guests with 
eatables and rendered Commander Law hors de 
combat by hitting him with a bottle, or some- 
thing of that sort. A pretty picture this for a 
Toronto newspaper to present to its outside 
readers who are unaware of its fal- 
sity! By the time the story reached 
Chicago a large number of the young 
fellows were described as having been 
arrested and only saved from prosecu- 
tion by the earnest solicitation of the 
Lieut.-Governor, who desired to avoid 
scandal, In New York the further 
adornments of the tale made it a 
still more discreditable portraiture 
of our civilization. When it reaches 
England a Benwell murder will have 
been committed in the butler’s pantry, 
and when it is circulated in the 
Australian press, a general slaughter 

of the guests will probably add to the 
interest of the entertainment. I have 
no doubt that the story as first writ- 
ten was believed by the writer, but 
certainly more care should be taken 
even by the enemies of the system, 
that while they are battling against an 
undemocratic expenditure they shall 
not sin against their city and country 
as those did who started this out- 
rageous tale which has not for iis 
foundation a particle of truth. 
. 
* * 

Mr. Craig of East Durham has io- 
or into the Lccal Legislature 

n “Act respecting the language of 

inet in the Public and Separate 
Schools.”, If provides that English is 
to be the language of the school;, 
that no other language is to be taught, 
that teachers are to be able to speak 
and teach in English, and that when 
a pupil is unable to understand Fag- 
lish, explanations may be imparted 
in any language which the pupil is 
able to understand. It also requires 
that the school inspector shall report 
all cases of other languages being 
used, and that the penalty on the 
teacher who shall be guilty of a wilful 
Violation of the act shall be disqualifi- 
cation for teaching in any Public or 
Separate School in the province. 
to provide a temporary arrangement for 
the benefit of the schools in those parts 
of the province where another language 
than English is taught it is sought to be en- 
acted, that until the Legislature shall other- 
wise determine, such other language may be 
continued for one hour per day as the 
trustees may direct, provided that the instruc- 
tion given in such other language shall not in- 
terfere with, but be in addition to, the course of 
study prescribed for such schools in Ontario. 
The bill also provides that only such text- 
books shall be used as are authorized by the 
Department of Education, and such special in 
Struction shall be confined to reading, 
grammar and composition and shall be 
given to only those whose parents and guard- 
ians shall request it. If the trustees of any 
School shall fail to comply with the provisions 
of the act, after notice has been given them, 
all public money shall be withdrawn from such 
school. It is to be regretted that Mr, Craig, 
who is the author of this bill, is not likely to 
be in the Legislature after the end of the pres- 
ent session. Party necessities—that is the 
necessities of the wire-pullers in East Durham 
—prevented his renomination. Loyalty to his 
party prevented him from accepting the nom- 
ination tendered him by the Equal Rights 
Association, and the public services of Mr. 
Craig in the Provincial Parliament are 
drawing to a close. It is a pity that small- 
minded and unjustitiable ambitions should in- 
terfere with the nomination of proper persons 
to represent us. Ifsuch nominations are nct 
made—and too frequently both parties disre- 
gard the fitness of men in their efforts to 
Unite the party and preserve their power—of 
course it is impossible that good men shall be 
elected. Mr, Craig has done good service. 
The bill which I have outlined is one whica 
deserves to become law, though it is likely 
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that Mr. Mowat will insist upon doing 
things in his own way. It is but another lesson 
that if a man desires to retain popularity and 
position he must not be found interfering with 
the prejudices or even the profligacies of others, 
The man who succeeds best is the one who 
cares but little for the public, very much for 
himself and is continually eloquent in his pro- 
testations that nothing is so dear to his throb- 
bing heart as the unity, peace and prosperity 
of his beloved country. 
* 
* «@ 

The acceptance by Emperor William of Prince 
Bismarck's resignation impresses me as being 
exceedingly wise. The idea has been prevalent 
throughout the world that Bismarck has been 
the real ruler of Germany. Had the Emperor 
waited until the Chancellor died in order to 
disabuse the minds of his people and the 
foreign powers of this belief, the trial 
might have come at an inopportune moment. 
Just now the young Emperor is believed in 
because he has shown himself capable of man- 
aging his own affairs and of influencing the 
affairs of his neighbors. At best Bismarck 
could have lasted but little longer, and the 
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many years before Toronto, instead of Mont- 
r.al, will be the head of ocean navigation. 
a 


* « 

The ignominious result of Mr. Massey’s libel 
suit against the World should teach rich men 
who are anxious to be advertised as generous 
that they will have to do something more than 
make promises. But few men add to the bril- 
liancy of their lustre in a libel suit. If a man’s 
character must be endorsed by the verdict of a 
court before it will pass current, it is 
wisest to keep quiet or pay cash and make no 
attempt to work the promissory scheme. 


* . 

There is one thing I do not like about the 
Don improvement agreement with the 
C. P. R. and that is the provisions for refer- 
ring so much of our business to the Railway 
Committee of the Privy Council. Why should 
not our bargains with the railways be definite? 
Toronto always gets the worst of all deals 
which go to the Railway Committee for settle- 
ment and that alone explains the eagerness 
of the C.P.R. to have such an arrangement. 
Futhermore, why do we settle the Don busi- 
ness before the Esplanade matter is decided ? 


removal of his unbending will and iron hand | Is it wise to throw away the leverage we have 


from the control of German politics would have 
been the work of Providence rather than of the 
En. peror; therefore it would have been con- 
sidered as a misfortune, not as a part of his 
policy. While emperors last, while empires exist 
the strength of the system must be in the con- 
centration of public faith in him who controls 
the destinies of the nation. There was never 
but one man who could truthfully say: 
‘* Without me ye can do nothing,” and He was 
God as wellas man. Great poets, great states- 
men, great philosopher:, great generals have 
lived and died and the world has turned upon 
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in the possession of the Don when we need 
everything available to force a proper settle- 
ment of the whole matter? 


“There is nothing clearerin natural law than 
that sons inherit from their mothers. 1 know 
of only two cases in all history where an able 
man had a father saperior in brain and energy 
to the mother—Martin Luther and the present 
King of Prussia.” Mr. Stewart, a character in 
Harold Frederick’s story In the Valley, now 
running in Scribner's Magazine, is made to 
give expression to this sentiment in 1757. 


1890. 


must admit the Creator has a perfect right to dispose of the 
created as seems fit and proper. Would it not be more 
conservative and the eminently safer course to live in the 
belief of an orthodox hell, and especially one so easily 
avoided simply by faith in the redemption, rather than 
to live a life deserving of a hell, supposing th re was one. 
It seems to me rather impertinent for us to sit in judgment 
on a eoul—to say whether it shall be consigned to heaven 
or hell. Let us rather strive to make our calling and elec- 
tion sure, not worrying over predestination, which may 
be a doctrine that we have not the brain to understand : 
but living a life of trusting faith in the Omnipotence of | 
Chri-t to save to the uttermost us who may not be among 
the fortunate elect, for { cannot see that it follows that the 
non-elect are elected for hell, unless duly qualified by neg- 
lect to look at the brazen serpent, which is raised aloft 
throughout civilization, or otherwise accept Jesus of Naza- 
reth as their Saviour, whose righteousness is now at our 
credit. QuixorTs. 
My dear Quixote, I publish your letter, not 
because I think you make any point in it, inas- 
much as it largely appeals to my fear, and I 
bss gotten over that so far as an orthodox 
hell is concerned, but because I want to tell 
you that I believe a man cannot be a good 
Christian and even suspect, not to say believe, 
God capable of such atrocities as you think 
possible. I donot, my dear sir, desire to rob 
you or your orthodox friends of your hope of 
hell. You are welcome to all the comfort there 
is in it, but if you really think there ought 
to be and is such a place I am afraid 
that the harboring of such thoughts will 
unfit you for any society except that for which 
you imagine hell to be designed. My dear sir, 
you ask me if I have ever thought of the pos- 
sibility of my being wrong in my ideas con- 
cerning hell. I have. I have endeavored to 


‘imagine a Creator who would provide such a 


place, and the attempt has always resulted in 
such a feeling of horror—not horror of the tor- 
ments but horror of the imaginary creator of 
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Germany will continue 
while its people are great 
while its Emperor does not forget the 
wisdom and policy of his ancestors. And he 
will have great advisers so long as he desires 
them, for the greatness and wisdom of German 
politics did not begin nor will it end in Bis- 
marck, 


to be great 


oe 

Our threats of tariff revision have stimulated 
the Congress of the United States to prepare 
a bill of reprisal. If passed it will injure cer- 
tain Canadian industries, particularly that of 
the Canadian hen. But in spite of reprisals 
we shall continue to grow barley and find a 
market for it and eggs will not be laid in vain. 
If, in their wisdow, our rulers intended to 
change the tariff, they should not be deterred 
by any threatening motion of the Congress 
of our neighbors, but tariff tinkering and the 
attempt to fix our import duties so that 
everybody will get rich, must some day have 
anend. Wecan do without the market of the 
United States, but we should ‘have some little 
advantage in the market of the empire. We 
can do very well without special privileges to 
the south of us, but we could do infinitely better 
if the Motherland and the other colonies gave 
us a little bit more kindly treatment than is 
given to strangers who do not love her and do 
not buy her goods except on compulsion. 

: 
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Sir John astonished the country by announc- 
ing, on Tuesday last, that the canals and locks 
of the St. Lawrence and the chain of com- 
munication between the great lakes would 
be enlarged sufficiently for vessels 270 feet 
long and of 14 feet draught, within the 
next three years. If ocean steamers could 
come up to the wharves of Toronto what a 
tremendous impetus it would give to our 
trade? The meaning of Sir John’s declaration 
is somewhat short of this, but it will not be 


Mr. Stewart, on viewing the 
and evil-tempered conduct of a son of 
the woman whom he once was anxious to 
marry, is congratulating himself that after all 
he did not get her, for the nature of the mother 
must have been like that of the boy. Though 
the loss of his Jacobite sweetheart broke his 
heart and drove him to America where he lived 
a secluded life, its philosophical reflection 
caused him to say, ‘“‘ Perhaps it was all for the 
best.” 
e « 

The suggestion offered by this paragraph set 
me thinking. ‘There is certainly much truth in 
the assertion. I would be much obliged if the 
kind ladies and gentlemen who have signified 
their intention of contributing to the Corres- 
pondence Club would turn their thoughts and 
investigation in the direction of heredity 
both as regards clever men and women. 
As far as my experience goes clever women are 
nearly always the offspring of clever men who 
seem, as a rule, not to have been blessed 
with clever sons. If my correspondents will 
quote all examples within their personal know!l- 
edge, not necessarily for publication but 
merely to fortify or combat the idea advanced 
by Mr, Frederick, I think we shall be able to 
have a very interesting paper on the subject. 

ove 

Dear Dox,—I have been, and am, a reader of your first 
page in Sarurpay Nieut, aad am an admirer of the style in 
which you deal with current topics, particularily politics 
and social happenings, but would in all humility—and with 
due respect for your opinions as a mortal—take the liberty 
of suggesting to you the advisability of restraicing yorr 
propensity for inculcating and promulgating slack ideas in 
reference to orthod« x religion. Have you ever thought on 
the possibility of your being wrong in your ideas concern- 
ing hell? Let us suppose for a moment that you are wrong. 
Cannot you see what follows, if the Bible is correct in one 
thing, why not in another? If there isa hot hell, and you 


teach the dovtrine of a comfortable hell, are you not ensur- | 


imperious |; 


them—that I had either to abandon my belief 
in the God of revelation or the hell of super- 
stition. I am prepared, though not in these 
columns, to uphold my belief in revelation and 
my disbelief in the orthodox hell ; the two do 
not contlict. You suggest that if Iam wrong 
in my belief I will goto hell. 
a nice way to treat a man who cannot believe | 
with other people. Because I cannot endure 
the tought that anyone would torture me and 
billions of others for endless years, as I would 
not torture a fellow-being for sixty seconds, is 
the humanity of my ideal to be the death-writ 
of my soul? You ask: If there proves to be a hot 
hell after I have taught the doctrine of a com- 
fortable hell Iam not making my calling and 
election sure in the former place? I have not 
taught the doctrine of a comfortable hell. 
‘* Hell” is a Saxon word which means to cover 
up, to bury. If any man can be comfortable in 
the idea that when he dies he is to go down in 
the earth and rot there like a beast, and be com- 
fortable in the thought that he will never meet 
his ioved ones again after they kiss the 
death-dew from his lips, he is not fit for 
anything but to manure the earth. You ask 
me if I donot admit that the Creator has a 
perfect right to dispose of his creatures as He 
sees fit and proper. No, I don't admit it. If 
he has created me with those faculties and im- 
pulses which make me as I am, or, according 
to Calvinism, has predestinated me to either 
eternal torments or everlasting happiness, I 
have a right, if I am thrust into the bottomless 
pit to make its sooty caverns ring with my 
shrieks of Unjust! Because Iam the father of 
a son does it give me aright to beat him, to 
torture his flesh with hot irons, and to 
make his life miserable? Surely not! 
We punish such conduct most severely. I 
believe in God and His goodness, that He is 


Single Copies, 5e. 
TERMS : { per auaaie @n ‘Davanee), $2. 


definite punishment for every violation. 


This would be | cross, 


HUA 


} Whole No. 121! 


from Him, that whenever we are saved from 
sinor suffering He rejoices, that when wesin and 
suffer it is because we would not obey the laws 
which we can understand, and wilfully and 
with our eyes open accept the penalties which 
we could foresee and avoid,and He is sorry tosee 
us act so foolishly. You may ask me then, 
why do infants suffer? It is because they do 
not understand, because of the laws that the 
parents have violated—which are a part of na- 
j ture—which when violated bring a quick and 
It is 
because if there was no suffering there would 
be no joy, if there was no pain there 
would be no happiness, if tears did not some- 
times fall the sun would never seem to us so 
bright. The suffering and death of babes is 
hard for those who love them to bear, but it is 
nothing like the fiendish thought which I 
have heard advanced by a Calvinist preacher, 
that hell is full of babies not a span long. If 
there is any good to be taught by suffering 
which can be no warning because from it there 
isno escape, I would like to have it pointed 
out. You suggest to me that it would be 
“more conservative and safer” for me to live 
in the belief of an orthodox hell than to livea 
life deserving of hell supposing there is one, 
No life could be so vile as to deserve 
the orthodox hell and I hope mine is not quite 
as bad as it might be. If I only did what I 
thought was “safest” and only said what was 
“‘safest” in these columns, I would be a poor 
guide and would liein ninety-nine cases out of a 
hundred if I were to judge safety by the mean 
standard which you urgeuponme. Iamnotlook- 
ing after such safety ; I am seeking for truth, 
for in truth there is always safety. If a be- 
lief in an orthodox hell were consistent with 
any impulse in me or any properly regulated 
mind I might struggle to believe in 
it, even if I sweat in horror to think 
of the one who created it. But it is 
not consistent with any good thing 
there is in me and it is an infini e 
exaggeration of the very worst things 
inme. You urge upon me to make 
my “calling and election sure.” My 
dear friend, 1am trying to. I know 
I do so many wrong things and 
so few good ones that when the books 
are being balanced if I try to make 
a bargain with God I shall get the 
worst of it, but I don’t imagine that 
my Heavenly Father would think 
any more of me because I believed 
and taught that he was a more fright- 
ful tyrant than the world had ever 
produced, nor would He make my 
sentence lighter because while I lived 
and erred I had been nudging my 
neighbors and telling them to beware 
of hell. Iam not worrying, my dear 
Quixote, over predestination. lt has 
never lost me a minute’s sleep. It 
may be, as you say, a doctrine 
that we have not the brains 
to understand. I for one admit 
that it is. Most certainly it is a doc- 
trine which I have not the ferocity of 
heart to accept. Your letter is such 
a thorough exposition of the average 
belief, of the average misundeistand- 
ing, of the average ignorance of God 
that I am glad to have received it and 
to have an opportunity of publishing 
it. The exhortation ‘to live a life of 
trusting faith in the omnipotence of 
Christ” will meet with the reproba- 
tion of theologians who tell us to 
trust in God and to be careful not to 
pray to Christ lest we diminish the 
office of the Father. If jou believe 
in God and trust in Him, do not waste 
any of your time in trying to believe in 
the Calvinistic hell. The moment you 
drop that you will love God and revere 
His Son a hundred fold mcre than ycu do now. 
My dear friend, let me tell you that men are 
not now saved by looking at the “ brazen ser- 
pent which Moses lifted up in the wilderness,” 
nor are they impressed with the analogy be- 
tween that and the raising of Christ on the 
Leave out the brazen serpent, leave out 
the flaming hell—an idea which you or your 
teachers got from Milton and Dante rather 
than from the Bible—and look directly at the 
beautiful life, affectionate words and loving 
deeds of Christ himself. Look at the lovely 
earth which God gave you to live upon and 
which mankind is trying to spoil, and looking 
upon that picture, if any thought of hell 
comes to your mind, if any suggestion of 
the necessity for a hell either for you 
or others crosses your thoughts, if the bene- 
fit of torment for those you do not like 
or that He may not like wells up in your heart, 
you may be sure that you have not yet been 
warned by that sacred and immortal spark 
which dies not when we die, that animates the 
soul and makes it fit to put on incorruptibility. 
I hope I have said nothing which will make 
you sorry that you wrote to me. I hope I have 
never said anything in these columns which 
will make anybody feel sorry at any time, be- 
cause it may have influenced their belief. It is 
not because Iam an unbeliever in the future 
reward of the good or the punishment and pos- 
sible purification of the bad but because i am 
impressed with the wonderful, the unspeak- 
able beauty of God that I try now and then to 
say something in defence of Him when 
orthodoxy is making it impossible for the 
grandeur, mercy and justice of His character 
to be understood or appreciated. I do not 
mean by this to convey the thought that I am 
particularly good, for I know that I am par- 
ticularly un-good, and yet not bad enough for 


everywhere and always just and loving, that | hell, but amongst my sins I do not reckon the 
ing to yourself a place in the bottomloss’ You surely He controls everything, that every mercy is frightful heresy of believing that God is more 


eal sag CR eta eek nr 


ps 
xe 


re 
ae 


oo 









































































turbulent Hebrews who crucified his Son. 


ment, and that they are accustomed to disap- 


gestion, not that there is much pleasure in it, 


worthless kind may be promoted by it. 


discussion. 


furnish a subject. 


tion. 


M——” will all be nicely flavored. 
* a * 
Dancing, too, looms up in nearly every letter. 


factory but all 
sary to “fill in.” 
x about pleasant dancing evenings you will 


life they are probably pleasing and useful, but 
itis an animal way of being happy, like the 
frolics of kittens and the gambol of lambs—I 
wish they were as innocent. Those who have 
told me that “ kissing games” in a pinch are 
better than nothing, I think must have for- 
gotten that this is not a child’s paper. Kiss- 
ing is awfully nice, no doubt, but publicity 
spoils it and promiscuity debases it. Music 
is apt to be tiresome when there is a 
whole evening of it and is often utilized 
as a cover for conversation which drops 
dead when the song or piano ceases, It 
is good for a change, but unsatisfactory for ‘a 
diet. My suggestion then would be: Havea 
circle of friends who read something in com- 
mon; be genially informal in your greetings, 
but, particularly among young people, punctil- 
ious in dress and politeness without making 
extravagance necessary; be plain and hearty 
in what you have to eat and drink, artistic 
but intelligible in your music, honest. and 
considerate in your conversation. Let those 
who wish to do so wind up the evening 
with a dance or a game of cards, but do 
not permit either of them to become the 
business of the company or any section 
of it. If anybody recites keep him from 
doing too much of it and after the recitation 
talk of elocution and about theaters and what 
you have seen and heard. After your 
music, talk about music and musicians, 
but do not be cruel in your criticisms. If you 
have a clergyman present, ask him to give the 
most vivid impression any incident, audience 
or other preacher ever made upon him. Lead 
out others in the same way and you will have 
plenty of talk if you do not frighten your 
guests by seeming to follow a hard and fast 
programme. Oneof my correspondents sug- 
gested that every one present be made to sing 
@ song, play a piece, tell a story or drinka 
glass of salty water. Of course I understand 
the meaning of the suggestion, but it is 
exactly the way to make everybody un- 
comfortable. Those who meet for a_ so- 
cial evening know that they are ex- 
pected to contribute to the enjoyment 
if they are able or feel like it, but compulsion 
kills every idea and freezes up the fountains of 
mirth. The suggestion that informality in 
dress is conducive to ease and freedom and 
pleasure does not harmonize with my ideas at 
all. Respect to your host and yourself demands 
care as to your appearance, and evening dress 
among men and the pretty toilets of women 
help to fill the eye with beauty. Sloverly 
people are always disliked, and those who 
imagine that jollity or intellectuality are 
assisted by careless dress make a mistake. 
In a new and busy country we are apt 
to be careless in such matters, but it is a 
; necessary part of the education of all young 
ae people that they shall feel more at ease and 
¥ sociable when well dressed than when other- 
Bit wise. I am not presuming tolecture my society 
er readers, nor do I suppose that what I suggest 
is not already the rule, but there is a queer Bo- 
hemian instinct among the most enjoyable 
people, which is averse to regard for appear- 
ances, and it is contagious. To my mind the 
highest type of Bohemianism—and it is a most 
enjoyable thing—is the disregard for conven- 
tionality in thought and conversation, while 
strict in the observance of all those things 
which make life most worthy, harmonious and 
beautiful, and consequently most enjoyable, 
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Then there is the enjoyable evening alone or 
with “‘ the one that we love best,” be it maid or 
wife or mother, father, friend or brother. Who 
will write me something pretty about it? 

Don, 





Social and Personal. 


The day which witnessed what will be possi- 
bly the closiag meet of the season, will be aday 
to be recorded in letters of red in the annals of 
the Toronto Riding and Driving Club. As 
everybody knows, Rathnelly is some way from 
town, and as all who have visited that delight- 
ful house can testify, the roads which lead to 
it when once the block pavement is left be- 
hind, are atrociously bad. The eccentric 
weather with which we have lately been 











cruel, relentless and blood-thirsty than the 
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From the many replies I had to my request 
for suggestions as to how a pleasant evening 
may be spent, I learn that almost everybody de- 
pends on the society of others for entertain- 


pointment. Playing cards is a standard sug- 


but because it affords an opportunity for con- 
versation. If those who meet together have 
nothing worth saying, and merely want to kill 
time, a game of cards is doubtless a good way 
of doing it, and talk of a very superficial and 


But if there are even a few thoughtful people 
present, conversation may be started without 
the tiresome euchre or whist. If you desire 
the circle you gather about you to improve 
you, be careful in your invitations—bees do 
not find good companions in butterflies. If you 
are the host invite someone to give his views 
on a subject with which you have reason to 
believe the company is, or desires to be, in- 
formed. Articles in reviews or magazines 
are an excellent thing to bring up for 
Nothing can be accomplished 
without organization, and an effort should 
be made to have all those present familiar 
with some book or periodical which will 
Kindred spirits do not 
all want to talk at once, nor is it necessary for 
them in a general way to be of the same avoca- 
Get a lot ot doctors, lawyers or musi- 
cians together and “shoppy” talk is almost 
inevitable; have a company composed of all 
sorts. but able to meet on some common intel- 
lectual ground, and “the little eat, the little 
drink and the little talk” proposed by “‘ Louise 


True, my friends complain that it is unsatis- 
declare that it is meces- 
Té you want to know 


have to write to the editor of the society de- 
partment, for I love them not. For those who 
wish to be gay and forget the sober things of 


disfavored, has, of course, left ite marks 
on these same roads, so that on Saturday 
evening, one guest-bearing carriage, at all 
events, had but ‘accomplished half the 
ascent of the Rosedale heights, when it 
stuck so fast at a place which the driver as- 
sured the occupants was in the road, but which 
the latter still thiuk was in a ploughed field, 
that it had to be abandoned to its fate, and 
the climb continued by-three unfortunates on 
foot. But fears of the perils of the journey can 
have deterred but very few, for the members 
and their friends who availed themselves of 
Mr. and Mrs. Kerr’s invitation numbered some 
eighty persons. [ believe since the inaugura- 
tion of the club there has been no meet so 
large, while it seems to be the unanimous 
opinion of those who attended it, that its 
brilliancy and joviality is never likely to be 


excelled, 
* 


Toronto possesses but few houses so admirably 
adopted for entertaining on a large scale as is 
the splendid residence of Mr. and Mrs. Kerr. 
There are not here many private houses with a 
room large enough to dine eighty people in 
comfort, but the billiard room at Rathnelly is 
such a one, With the best of artistic taste, 
this spacious chamber had been converted into 
a beautiful dining-hall, and here was served 
the meal which was called supper, but which 
could not be distinguished from a remarkably 
good dinner. At its close, in a speech which 
was admirably suited to the occasion, Mr. Kerr, 
as being the club’s host for that evening, 
proposed the health of the Hon. Secretary 
of the club, Mr. Edin Heward, who has this 
week sailed for England. Mr. Kerr very fitly 
eulogized the work which Mr. Heward has 
done for the club this season, and alluded to 
his happy trans-Atlantic errand. Absent 
friends were so far from being forgotten that 
Mr. Kerr’s reference to Mr. Fox, as to what the 
club owed him for his share in its organization 
and for his management during the last two 
winters, resulted in this gentleman’s health 
being drunk after that of Mr. Heward, while 
both toasts were enthusiastically honored with 


music, 
+ 


The dance that followed was in all respects 
delightful. Mrs. Kerr’s fine drawing-room is 
so spacious that her guests were not more than 
enough to prevent its looking empty, so that 
even the most careless waltzer would hardly 
be guilty of his usual collisions. The floor was 
as perfect as dancing floor can be, while the 
music was excellent in all respects. The one 
drawback to complete enjoyment was the con- 
sciousness that the evening was that of Satur- 
day, and that the hours of pleasure must there- 
fore be curtailed. Midnight approached all 
too quickly, but before it arrived most of the 
company must have reached their homes, for 
the descent of the steep hill was found to be a 
comparatively easy matter. 

* 






















































Amongst those present were: Col. and Mrs. 
Otter, Col. and Mrs, Dawson, Miss Dawson, 
Mrs. Meyrick Bankes, Miss Marjorie Campbell, 
Miss Strange, Mr. and Mrs. Albert Nord- 
heimer, Miss Hodgins, Mr. Percy Hodgins, 
Col. and Mrs. Sweny, Miss Thorburn, Mrs. 
Hill, Capt. Sparks, Miss Otter, Mr. Small, Miss 
Small, the Misses Beardmore, Mr. Shanly, Mr. 
Pauw, the Mistes Yarker, Miss Mackenzie, 
Mr. Watson, Mr. Jones, Mr. Gordon Jones, 
Miss Biggar, Capt. Evans, Mr. Lawrie, Mr. and 
Mrs. Melfort Boulton, Mrs. Heinamann, Miss 
Cawthra, Mr. Eddy Jones, Miss Burton, Mr. 
and Mrs. Alfred Beardmore, Mr. and Mrs. Cecil 
Gibson, Mr. Hoare of Winnipeg, Mrs. McRae, 
Miss Maud Vankoughnet, Mr. Christopher 
Boulton, Mr. Stephen Heward, Mr. Herman 
Boulton, the Misses Grace and Amy Boulton, 
the Misses D'Arcy Boulton, the Misses Sey- 


mour. 
+ 


A paragraph concerning this season’s ball at 
Government House, which appeared in 
the Ottawa Free Press, but which I have seen 
in the Montreal Herald and two American 
papers, contained news of that brilliant event, 
which was strictly ‘“‘news” to myself and to 
everybody else who has read it and who at- 
tended the ball in question. Sir Alexander 
Campbell and Commander Law are alike 
amazed to learn of what the Free Press de- 
clared occurred to them that night. It is 
strange that a respectable journal should print 
a canard as widely improbable as it is ab3o- 
lutely foundationless and untrue, without tak- 
ing proper steps to verify it. I will not give 
increased publicity to the absurd fiction of this 
sensational paragraph by further allusion to 
that portion of it; but I would inform the 
Ottawa Free Press, and all the journals that 
copied it, that the name of the aide-de-camp 
at Government House is Law, not Low, and 
that the guests at the state ball numbered not 
‘five or six hundred,” but a little over two 
hundred. 


Mr. David Maepherson of the North-West 
Mounted Police, who has been spending a 
short leave at Chestnut Park, returned to Fort 
MacLeod last week. 


Mr. and Mrs. Dacre of London, E.gland, are 
staying with friends in Toronto. 

Mr. Hoare, manager of the Imperial Bank at 
Winnipeg, Man., has been paying a visit to 
Toronto, 


Mr. Alfred Watson of New York is staying 
with friends on Simcoe street. 


Mr. Justice Hamilton and Mrs. Hamilton of 
Port Arthur are again in town for a few days. 
2 


Mr. L. A. Tilly has been staying with Mr. and 
Mrs, Frank Mackelcan at Hamilton. 


* 
Miss O’Brien of London, Ergland, is staying 
with relations on Beverley street. 
. 


The Misses MacDonald of Grenville street 
have returned to town after a prolonged stay 
in the Bermuda Islands. 


Mr. Grant Stewart of Harbord street leaves 
shortly for Washington, where he is to join 
Mr. and Mrs. Clay (Miss Rosina Vokes) and 
their company, to make his first essay on the 
stage, in high comedy and farce. 


The Messrs, Oakley of Portsmouth, England, 
have been staying with friends in town. These 
gentlemen left on Monday for the Southern 
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was unable through illness to play her part in 
Bootle’s Baby. Rather than cancel the pro- 
gramme for the evening Mr. O. B. Sheppard 
got his little daughter, Miss Josie, to take the 
part. Though she had but a short time to 
learn the lines Miss Sheppard played the part 
of Mignon admirably, and in a manner which 
would have been very creditable to an older 


States, where they are going to try orange 


growing. a 
Mr. John Morrow has left town for a short 
visit in the States. 


= 
Mrs. Bromley-Davenport of St. Patrick street 


gave an At Home on Thursday evening, of 


which more next week. 
o 


Mr. Allen Gilmour of Ottawa was in town 
this week. 


Sir Donald Smith was in town at the end of 


last week. ° 
* 


Mr. Ross of Tintagel, McCaul street, has left 
for Montreal, where he will reside in future. 


Captain and Mrs. Evans of York, England, 
who have been staying with relations in town, 
left this week for Montreal. 


Dr. Warren of Brooklyn, N. Y., was in town 
this week. 


Mr. Edin Heward left town on Wednesday 


for England. Mr. C. N.Shanly willactas hon, 


secretary of the Driving Club during- the 


absence of Mr. Heward. 


e 
Miss Laidlaw is visiting Mrs. Frank Mac- 
kelcan of Hamilton. 


On Saturday last Mrs. Nairnsof Jarvis street 
gave five o'clock tea to a number of her 
friends, 


* 
Mrs. Dwight of St. George street welcomed a 
large number to a luncheon party on Wednes- 


day afternoon. f 


Mrs. Foster of Wilton crescent entertained 
a party of friends on Thursday. 
J 


The engagement of Mr. J. Langmuir to an 
American lady is announced. Mr, Langmuir 
was formerly a resident of Toronto and a gen- 
eral society favorite. 


Miss Caron of Ottawa is shortly to be the 
guest of Miss Arthurs at Ravenswood. 


* 

On Tuesday afternoon last Mrs. Charles 
Riordan of Queen’s Park entertained her 
friends at a most delightfully planned pro- 
gressive luncheon. No men were present, and 
the ladies had a glorious opportunity to discuss 
the “ humanities.” The “‘ progressive” part of 
the luncheon was a decided improvement, for 
the shifting about relieved the possibility of 
stiffness. The luncheon party was conceded 
by universal announcement to be _ the 
nicest one given in all the experiences 
of the guests. I have heard the wish 
expressed that this first progressive luncheon 
might not be also the last but only 
the beginning of a long list. The guests 
received tiny paper slips, on which the 
tables were represented by little dots of cor- 
responding colors, The colors ran thus: red, 
gold, green, pink and yellow. Each table was 
completely equipped in its own color—flowers, 
dishes and sweets bearing their part in sus- 
taining the table’s tint. Red begonias, white 
lilies, foliage and ferns, ye'low jonquils and 
pink roses were the respective decorations of 
the tables. At each course the guests moved 
to the tables denoted by the next dot on the 
unique little programmes of proceedings, 

* 


The ladies who were present were: Mrs. 
and Miss Bunting, Mrs. H. Keble Merritt, Mrs. 
Walter Barwick, Mrs. Gamble, Mrs. James 
Crowther, Mrs. W. Ince, Miss Arthurs, Mrs, 
A. Langmuir, Mrs. Cecil Gibson, Mrs. George 
Torrance, Mrs. McDougal, Mrs. C. Baines, Mrs, 
Irving Cameron, Mrs. Augustine Foy, Mrs, 
Totten, Mrs. Bristol, Mrs. Searth and Mrs. 
Drayton. 


Mrs. Riordan received heF guests in an ele- 
gant gown of gray Irish poplin trimmed with 
steel passementerie; Miss Arthurs wore a 
tailor-made costume of dark blue, embroidered 
in black, large black hat with feathers; Mrs. 
Torrance, brown cloth and crimson silk cos- 
tume, brown hat with feathers ; Miss Bunting, 
dark blue cioth, velvet sleeves and trim- 
mings; Mrs. McDougal, a white and gray 
gown, turban to match; Mrs. Langmuir, 
white and gray; Mrs. Crowther, black silk 
embroidered with gold, black and gold 
hat; Mrs. Cecil Gibson, terra cotta 
cashmere, velvet sleeves and point lace, bonnet 
of terra cotta, trimmed with jets of the same 
shade; Mrs, H. K. Merrit, brown ani red com- 
binations, small red hat of feathers; Mrs. 
Willie Ince, black lace gown, bonnet of white 
and green flowers; Mrs. Scarth, brown cos- 
tume with brown feather hat. 

One of the most pleasant entertainments of 
the season was the annual dinner of the Irish 
Protestant Benevolent Society at the Queen's 
Hotel, on Monday night, with President John 
MeMillan in the chair. The company was 
large, and with song and speeches the evening 
seemed almost too short. 

as 

Mrs, Keble Merritt of Simcoe street gives 

three large dinners on Thursday, Friday and 


Saturday of next week. 
* 







Miss Bain of Wellesley street gave a large 
dinner party on Tuesday last. Among those 
present were: The Misses Seymour, Miss 
Beardmore, Mr. Fred Beardmore, Miss Sul- 
livan, Mr. and Miss Cawthra, Mr. D. Mac- 
Mahon, Mr. Harry Gamble and Mr. Percy 
Manning. 


+ 
Mrs. Cockburn gave a tea yesterday after- 
noon at her new residence on Sherbourne 


street, 
* 


Mrs, Coulson, 9 Wilton crescent. entertained 

a number of friends at dinner last Friday. 
* 

An innovation we noticed this week was a 
matinee theater party given by Mr. Percy 
Manning at the Grand on Wednesday. Among 
the large number of Mr. Manning’s guests we 
noticed the following: Mr. and Mrs. Albert 
Nordheimer, Capt. and Mrs. McDougall, Mr. 
and Mrs. Hume Blake, the Misses Seymour, 
the Misses Beatty, Miss Vankoughnet, Miss 
Montgomery of Port Hope, Miss Michie, and 
Messrs, George Vankoughnet, Casimir Dick- 
sop, D'Arcy MacMahon, Fred Langmuir, 
Charles Beatty and Ben Cronyn. 

° 


On Saturday evening ‘ast little May Durgan 




































person. 







Sunday morning. 
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Davenport. 











present decade. 





studies. 
* 









Davison, 


Team resulted in a victory for the latter. 


Boston. 


city. 


degree of L.R.C.P., London. 


Miss Agnes Knox. 


On Tuesday evening a select audience at- 
tended the recital of Miss Agnes Knox in Asso- 
ciation Hall. Miss Knox made her debut before 
a Canadian public a little over a year ago, and 
since then has won an enviable reputation in 
Scotland and England. This lady’s stage man- 
ner is an essentially dignified and pleasing one. 
In appearance she is tall and slim, rather cold 
and dispassionate in feature, expression and 
coloring, but graceful in every movement. 
Prettily gowned in white silk, with a cluster 
of shaded red roses high on the left corsage 
front, wearing no jewelry save a small crescent 
pin, Miss Knox presented a charming appear- 
ance, 

Her selections were of a good standard, and 
met with merited favor from an audience dis- 
posed to be critical. 

Miss Knox has a rich voice of good range 
and medium power. The charm of it lies in an 
honest riag which surprises one with its per- 
fect sympathy and freedom from staginess, 
Enunciation, accent and gesticulation are 
decidedly good. Voice and facial muscles 
serve in most cases to give the effect 
desired, but upon occasion Miss Knox does 
use her arms with the utmost decision 
and grace. The programme included By the 
Alma, Love in a Balloon, Platonic, the Street 
Arab’s Christmas, Scene from Hamlet, the 
Knight and the Lady, Cleopatra’s Protest, and 
Song of the Canteen, while by request Lasca 
was added, and the ever-pleasing Jiners did 
encore duty. 

In Cleopatra’s Protest Mise Knox rose with 
ease to the fervor demanded, and I think the 
audience fully appreciated the indignant draw- 
ing up of the slim figure, the proud disdain 
and the consequent relaxation when the 
Sorceress of the Nile, wearied by her passionate 
defenee, leaned back with pallid face and des- 
perate efes. 

Entirely in another strain of feeling was the 
story of the young and foolish ones who swore 
eternal and simply Platonic friendship, Tonic 
usually provesexciting, and it was with winsome 
eoquetry in face and tone that Miss Knox told 
their story, laughing merrily with her audi- 
ence at its not uncommon ending. 

In the Street Arab’s Christmas much sym- 
pathy of voice and good expression of feature 
directed the pathos of the story to the hearts 
of the audience. 

Were I to criticize, I should say that in some 
instances the facial expression was cast in too 
pleasing a mold, varying insufficiently during 
the change of dialogue and feeling, 

Two tricks of manner, pretty in themselves, 
may weary one if too often repeated. I refer to 
the passing of the fingers through the loosened 
strands of hair above the right ear and a restless 
movement of the hand when resting at the left 
waist-line. Miss Knox is under the manage- 
ment of Mr. Percival V. Greene of the Academy 
of Music. Frances Burton CLARE, 















Costume Effects. 


“It is a very wise girl who, when the occa- 
sion permits, dons a rough or manly style of 


dress and brings into contrast dainty feminine 
hands, feet, and form. That is why we slide 
down the t ; that is why we climb in 


the summer and row, and even shoot. Isn’t it? 

Blanket coats and uimaux caps! Short 

skirts and heavy boots! Leather cap, leggings, 
corduroy! Yes, it is! 

* There are three ways of dressing, Each, if 
consistently carried out, attracts + its own 
way by its peculiar suggestivenese. There is 
the close fit, with coos trimly buttoned 
up ; the little stiff shirt front, collar and cuffs ; 
the whole toilet s ting a precision which a 
touch would imperil, and guaranteeing an un- 
handled, unapproached, and provokingly self- 
possessed personality. 


On Saturday evening of last week Miss M. 
Michie gave a very enjoyable small musicale, 
the programme of which had, unfortunately, to 
be curtailed on account of the approach of 


Major and Mrs. Foster are leaving No. 3 
Queen’s Park and returning to Erlescourt, 


The engagement of Mr. William Hamilton- 
| Merritt, to Miss Simpson of Bloor street is 
announced, and the wedding will take place at 
a date in the very near future. It is to be 
hoped that Mr. Hamilton-Merritt’s interest in 
cricketing matters will not be any less in the 
future than it has been in the past, he having 
been the mainstay of the Canadian I’Zingari 
Club since its inception in the early part of the 


Mrs. Jardine-Thomson is at present visiting 
her daughter, Miss Mary Jardine-Thomson, in 
Boston, where the latter is pursuing her vocal 


The members of the Argonaut Rowing Club 
had a jolly time on Monday evening when they 
gave their last smoking concert for the season. 
These affairs have been delightfully Bohemian 
in their character, and have contributed a great 
deal to the winter’s pleasure of the members. 
The programme last Monday evening included 
songs by Messrs. A. G. and J. F. Thompson and 
Mr. Bromley-Davenport, a recitation by Mr. 
Pope, American Consul, a blindfold single-stick 
contest by Messrs. A. D. Cartwright and James 
Fraser, fencing by Messrs. Currie and Bacque, 
and boxing by Messrs. Oswald Brook and J. 
A tug-of-war between four of the 
Argonauts and four of the Toronto Football 


* 

Miss Maud Carter of this city sang- most 
delightfully at a lecture recently given in 
Miss Carter's improvement has been 
very great during her wirter course in that 


Dr. W. A. Dixon, L.R.C.S., Edinburgh, son of 
Mr. John Dixon of this city, was the only 
Canadian who was successful in the recent 
examinations in London, England, for the 
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‘*In contrast to this are the soft draperi 
following the natural lines of the form; the 
hair loose or half caught with a d ing 
flower ; the shoulders hardly held by the lace 
drawn overthem, There is no exposure, yet 
everything seems unstudied. re isa seduc: 
tive, self-conscious aoe about it all. At 
a touch the draperies would unwind. A kiss 
would bring the hair down, The fact that 
both hold their position guarantees that 
neither touch nor kiss has come ; but it would 
- 80 easy—ah, well !—and it is all very attrac. 

ve. 

** Then comes the careless, lapped-on and no. 
matter-how-it-looks toilet. The blouse waist is 
donned for comfort and the straight full skirt 
for convenience. The round throat is bared 
that breath may not be fretted. The ankles are 
untrammeled by a long skirt that the wearer 
may move with freedom. Everything suggests 
a warm, vigorous, well-put-together being, the 
sort of wholesome humanity whose beauty and 
strength are really adornment enough, and 
whose well-blooded health is best suited in 
homespun or holland. Study your individual 
style, girls, and dress as best suits it; but re. 
member in the suggestion which a dress con- 
veys lies its charm, 


NEW MUSIC 
THE GONDOLIERS 


By Gilbert & Sullivan 
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KIND SIR, YOU CANNOT HAVE THE HEART... os 
TAKE A PAIR OF SPARKLING EYES............ 50 
NO POSSIBLE DOUBT WHATEVER............... 50 


Any of the above can be obtained of all music dealers, 
nce Music and Piano Score will be published shortly. 


Anglo-Canadian Musio Publishers’ Association, 
18 Richmond Street West, Toronto, 


E. BEETON _ 
HIGH GRADE WATCH SPECIALIST 


HAS REMOVED TO 


25 Leader Lane 


First Door Below King Street 


Fine and Complicated Watch Adjust- 
ing My Forte 


(9435S 
3 of MMUSIC ©, NERALD 
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>WESLEY BLI TORONTO 


REOOGNIZED STANDARD BRANDS 
CIGARS 


MUNGO - "oS 
CABLE - -_ =- : 
El. PADRE -  » 


AND 


MADRE E HIJO 10 & I6c. 


THE BEST VALUE. 
THE SAFEST SMOKE. 
THE MOST RELIABLE. 


The Purest of the Pure, 


NO CHEMICALS. 
NO ARTIFICIAL FLAVORING. 
THE BEST VALUE. 


ISS MORRISON 


41 KING STREET W rer 
Is now showing a choice assortment of 


American Veilings 


Special prices in Dress Goods during stock taking. Alse 
attention is called to 


EMBROIDERED DRESSES 
In all the Newest Shades, new Russian Nets, eto. 


Dressmaking Sager toant under First-class 
anagement, 


MISSES KE. & H. JOHNSTON 


122 KING STREET WEST, 
OPPOSITE THE ROSSIN HOUSE, 


Mise Johnston has returned from Paris, Lendon and New 
York with a full line of 


Novelty Dress Goods and Trimmings 


DISPLAY OF 


PATTERN HATS AND BONNETS 
These goods are now being opened. 
THE FINEST DIAMUND 
RING 


Ever offered in the Dominion for $29. 
ire eee scat 
which includes a handsome Aa 
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10c. 



































(Not the Sultan’s) 


CIGARETTES 


YILDIZ 


CIGARETTES 


The Finest Turkish Cigarettes 


TRY THEM 





























































































































































es 
oft draperies, 
he form; the 

a drooping 
by the lace 
-xposure, yet 


re isa seduc-: 


otit all. At 
‘ind. A kiss 
he fact that 
rantees that 
but it would 
Very attrac. 


d-on and no. 
louse waist is 
ht full skirt 
oat is bared 
he ankles are 
} the wearer 
1in Suggests 
er being, the 
e beauty and 
enough, and 
st suited in 
ir individual 
ts it; but re. 
a@ dress con. 


Ls 
Sa 


iseaveds $1.95 
1008 09 408-0 2 
EART..: fy 
OS KE SO we 50 
evcseeses 50 
music dealers, 
shed shortly. 
Association, 


NG. 
TALUE. 


ngs 
ing. Alse 


, eto. 
rst-class 


STON 











TORONTO. SATURDAY NIGHT. | 3 





Boudoir Gossip. 


‘*What are those women crowding about 
that window for?” asked a despiser of fashions 
as we walked up Yonge street a few days ago. 
Now, my feminine readers, was that not a real 
“man’s question?” Would not any woman 
have known? Pitying him I answered gently : 
“Easter bonnets.” Why, of course, Are not 
three-fourths of the women spending one six- 
teenth of their time in comparing tints, 
imagining shapes and dreaming of matertals? 
Are they not joyously fancying they see before 
them the bit of completed loveliness in the 
very choicest combination of the rare beauties 
which fashiondom has forwarded us this 
spring? 

The sheer, transparent goods are welcomed, 
for they show off with such naturalness the 
hues and shapes of the flowers, resolving 
themselves into deceptive landscapes, waving 
branches and far-off hollows and hills, What 
is more true to nature than heaped-up tulle or 
deftly-arranged crepe, behind the glowing or 
pallid flowers. 

We all love flowers, I trust—most women 
do; but there is just a wee chance of 
being carried beyond simplicity’s boundary 
line by too liberal a use of them. Let us love 
them and cling to them, combining them with 
a due regard for Dame Nature’s own excellent 
arrangement, than which art can never be 
more beautiful. 


* Aren't rubbers horrid?” complained a rosy 
cheeked miss as she settled herself intoa restau- 
rant chair, and looked to a young friend for sym- 
pathy, while her mother read the bill of fare 
with a practised eye. The consoling answer 
was emphatic. Mother was still busy, and the 
first speaker went on: ‘‘They come loose at 
the heels, and then they go slip, slide, slish, 
scrape—” ‘*My dear!” admonished the gentle- 
voiced mother. Had she not interrupted, 
those suggestive words might have gone on sug- 
gesting the erratic movements of the untrust- 
worthy foot-gear. She was right in disliking 
them, for of all uncomfortable wearing apparel, 
a pair of ill-fitting rubbers is surely the most 
provoking. I think we wear rubbers too often, 
depending on them to prevent our feet chilling, 
instead of upon sensibly thick-soled boots. A 
rubber foot-covering holds the moisture from 
these active members, rendering them suscep- 
tible to draughts and weakening the circula- 


tion. 
* 


Little ones do look cunning and demure in 
lopg gowns and coats, but I cannot help pity- 
ing them just a little for the dignified addi- 
ticohal inches which Madame Fashion has 
ordered. If children cannot romp and run, 
what is to become of them? Will they ever 
live to be men and women? Perhaps so; but 
what women they will be. Ungainly and half- 
formed physically, over-stimulated mentally, 
they will drag out weary lives, a burden to 
themselves, no blessing to others. Give the 
children a chance, dress them as plainly as 
possible, as neatly as you please, but allow 
them the freedom of their arms and legs, let 
them run and shout by all means, for without 
health a life is only half worth living and 
death a blessing in disguise. 


Some wise woman defined the age-limits be- 
tween which the feminine creation might with 
impunity wear black. A woman under twenty 
and over fifty was wise, she judged, in garbing 
herself in the sombre hue, Between those ages 
she suffered for either her ignorance or disdain. 
That it emphasized the fairness of the skin she 
admitted. That it betrayed the existence of 
every line and shadow she averred. So, my 
friends, who have a fondness for the stylish 
dignity of black, you must not wear your 
wrinkles with your black gowns. 


This morning I was admiring a skirt section 
pleated in the newest and most approved man- 
ner. This latest wrinkle is nearly akin to the 
accordion method of appropriating numberless 
yards of goods, It differs in the manner of dis- 
posing of the wrinkle. In the accordion the 
pleats stood out fiercely. In the Parisian they 
lie flatly upon occasion, and adapt themseives 
to bands with much more discretion. 


_? 

One feature of the new dress goods is the 
indistinctness of coloring shown in the goods 
proper and the decided tint of the woven elab- 
oration, in either border or general pattern. 

* 


The newest way of perfuming your belong- 
ings is to use a dainty French trifle in the 
shape of a perfumed pencil. You write here 
and there names, scraps of verse, scribbled 
nothings and so forth on the inside of your 
gowns, and from the pencilled words comes 
the pleasing aroma of your favorite flower. 

From the New York Sun, I clip the follow- 
ing: “This is the time of the year when the 
young woman with a complexion makes you 
conscious of it by walking around with her head 
muffled up in a veil, so that the March winds 
may not reach it. What a goose she is! If 
she wants to keep her skin in good condition 
let the sun and the wind alike kiss it, cast aside 
the veil, and have a tonic three mornings in 
the week, of a teaspoonful of sulphur and 
molasses,” 

I think that is hard. It is not the ‘“‘*complex- 
ioned” girls who wear veils, It is the poor 
desperate ones, who never were proud of their 
tinted faces, that veil themselves most assidu- 
ously while the March winds play the custom- 
ary havoc with brows and chins which had 
“* just begun to look decent.” I am very fond 
of the bright days; but I can get all the blessed 
sunshine which I find becoming through a 
real thick veil. Curp CAREW. 





A Heaven on Earth. 


Mrs, Gushing—Oh, I am so charmed with 

our beautiful home, Mrs. Quiverful. Such a 

autiful house, and such p! nt surround- 
ings! And then such daughters, too. I hope 
the young ladies realize that their home isa 
perfect paradise.” 

Unele Joe (a mean old thing)—Oh, they live 
up to it, Mre, Gushing. I assure you there 
is no marrying or giving in marriage here.— 
Munsey's Weekly. 





The Erie Railway Flyer to New York. 

Leaving Toronto at 2.50 p.m., is the best train 
to Hew Seek. arriving a 20am. Through 
parlor and sleeping car line. 






























A Child’s Idea of God. 


A little girl in Los Angeles, whose famil 
was about to move to Arizona, and who h 
heard that country spoken of as a forlorn and 
petoney God-forsaken place, was saying 

er prayers at her mother's knee the night 
before their intended departure. She said all 
that had ever been taught her, and then, with 
peculiar emphasis, she said: “ And now good- 
by, God, for to-morrow we are going to Arizona.” 


—_ 
How She Fell. 


A little girl of tender years, who bad been at- 
tending one of the public kindergartens, fell 
from a ladder, Her mother caught her u 
from the ground in terror, exclaiming: ‘“ 
darling, how did you fall?” ‘ Vertically,” re- 
plied the child,.without a second’s hesitation, 











Other Duties. 
Sister Goldbug—lIse berry sorry, bre’r White- 
top. ter see yo’ comin’ out o’ dat saloon, 
rother Whitetop—Can’t help it, Sister Gold- 
bug. I’se can’t expend all my time in dere; 
'se got ter go home wunce un er waile.—Jury, 


A PRICELESS BLESSING IN 
THE NURSERY 











Violet Reynolds, a little girl, cured by the Recamier 
Preparations. 





See what the Recamiers will do for Children 
Suffering from Skin Diseases. 


NEw York, Nov. 13, 1889, 


My Dear Mrs, AvER,—As one of the ‘Corps 
of Physicians” employed by the Evening World 
this summer, I had occasion to use your “ Re- 
camier Cream” and * Almond Lotion” for skin 
diseases, and found them in many instances 
most efficient, having cured several obstinate 
cases with your Preparations which had re. 
sisted all other treatment. In my opinion your 
‘*Cream” used in connection with your Soap 
and Almond Meal, surpasses anything I have 
ever used, and leaves nothing to be desired. I 
am ready to meet or answer personally any 
questions regarding your Preparations and the 
cases which I have cured by their use. 

. H. Lomparp, M.D., 

No. 38 St. Mark’s Place, New York City. 





What the Recamier Preparations are and why 
they are to be used. 

Recamier Cream, which is first of these world 
famous preparations, is made from the reci 
used by Julie Recamier. It is not a cosmetic, 
but an emollient to be applied at night just be- 
fore en and to be removed in the morn- 
ing by bathing freely. It will remove tan and 
sunburn, pimples, red spots or blotches, and 
make your face and hands as smooth, as white 
and as soft as an infant’s. 

Recamier Balm ne and simple, 
It is not a whitewash, and unlike most liquids, 
Recamier Balm is exceedingly beneficial and is 


absolutely imperceptible, except in the delicate 
a and youthfulness which it imparts to 
e skin. 


Recamier Lotion will remove freckles and 


moth patches, is soothing and efficacious for 
any irritation of the cuticle, and is the most 
delightfal of washes for removing the dust 
from the face after traveling, and is also inval- 
uable to gentlemen to be used after shaving. 


Recamier Powder is in three shades, white, 
flesh and cream. It is the finest powder ever 


manufactured, and is delightful in the nursery, 
for gentiemen after shaving and for the toilet 
generally. 


Recamier Soap is a perfectly pure article, 


guaranteed free from animal fat. This soa 

contains many of the healing ingredients u 

mn unding Recamier Cream and Lotion. 
e 


mier Toilet Preparations are posi- 


tively free from all injurious ingredients, and 
contain neither lead, bismuth nor arsenic. 





The following certificate is from the eminent 


Scientist and Professor of Chemistry, Thomas 
B. Stillman of the Stevens’ Institute of 
Technology : 


40 BRoapway, New York, Jan., 1887. 


Mrs, H. H. AYER. 


Dear Mapam: Samples of your Recamier 


Preparations have been analyzed by me. I 
find that there is nothing in them that will 
harm the most delicate skin, ard which is not 
authorized by the French Pharmacopoeia as 
safe and beneficial in preparations of this 
character. 


Respectfully yours, 
Feed B STILLMAN, M.Sc., Ph.D. 





If your druggist does not keep the Recamier 


Preparations, refuse substitutes. Let him order 
for you, or order yourself from either of the 
Canadian offices of the Recamier Manufacturin 


374 and 376 St. Paul street, Montreal, 


Company, 
and 2 Wellington street east,Toronto. Forsale 
in Canada at our regular New York prices: 
Recamier Cream, $1.50 ; Recamier Balm, $1.50; 
Recamier Moth and Freckle Lotion, $1.50; Re- 
camier Soap, scented, 50c.; unscented, 25c ; 
Recamier Powder, large boxes, $1.00. ‘Small 


boxes, 50c. 





TO BE HAD AT 


Dan Taylor & Co.'s 


ALSO 


Invigorating Lavender Smelling 


Salts (English) 
PERFUMERY, TOILET SOAPS 


Hair, Tooth and Nail Brushes 


All the best manufacturers represented 


Arcade Pharmacy 


133 Yonge Street 
Telephone 1168 
A. E. FAWCETT 
Successor to C. Sheppard 
CHEMIST AND DRUGGIST 
67 King Street West 


Physicians prescriptions and family recipes accurately 
com e No. 73. 
TH BEST PLACE IN THE CITY IS 


CUNNINGHAM'S JEWELRY STORE 
For Manufacturing New Designs in 


Jewelry, Diamonds and Watches 


77 Yonge St., 2 Doors North of King 





ALL THE LATEST NOVELTIES 


IN 
Toys, Games, Fancy Goods, Doll 
Cabs and Waggons 


AND 


25,000 Other Articles 


AT 
ROSENBAUM’S BAZAAR 
At the Market---169 King St. East 


Artistic Millinery 


THE FRENCH MILLINERY EMPORIUM 


63 King St. West 
(1st, Floor—opp. Mail Office) 


Will be prepared on and after March 20 to show a complete 
assortment of Spring importations in Flowers, Feathers, 
Laces, Pattern Hats, Bonnets, etc. 


MRS. A. BLACK, ws. 


onsen s Sone 


ALL-SILK GAUZE---A good range 
of colors, only 60c. 


A lovely range of colors in BENGA- 
LINE SILKS, 76c. 


A special lot of SPOTTED SATINS, 
26c. 


212 YONGE STREET 


CHOICE IMPORTED 
Wines, Liquors, &c. 


Rare old Islay and Cambelton Scotch Whit ky, 8 years’ old. 
Rare old Dunville and Jamieson’s Irish Whisky, 7 years’ 
old. Full line of Wines—Champagnes, Ports, Sherries, 
Bordeaux, Taragona. Full line of Gins—De Krupper’s, 
& hredammer, Geneva and Old Tom. Full Line of Bran- 
coe Liquers, Rum, Mineral Waters, Bass’ Ale, Guinness’ 

orter. 

Orders by mail promptly attended to. 


J. A. HARRIS 


Telephone 1850. 4 Louisa Street 











wickets All persons cont: mpl ting a 
i TRANS- 
br ATLANTIC 
PASSAGE 


Should not fail to call and obtain 
facts from 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND 
Gen. Steamship Agent 
72 Yonge &St.. Toronto 





UEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY. 


BERMUDA Sixty — oe York 
BARBADOES 
TRINIDAD AND WEST INDIES 


Fortnightly. A. AHERN, Sec. Quebec 8.8.Co., Quebec. 
BARLOW CUMBER! AND, 72 Yonge St., Toronto 


NORTH GERMAN LLOYD 


Fast route to London and Continent. Express steamers 
twice a week from New York to Southampton (London, 
Havre and Paris) and Bremer, 

8. 8. SALLE............. Wednesday, March 26 

iD Bar cisckneccwsnany Saturday, March 29 

PA SM sc cccescttons Wednesday, April 2 
Clyde built steamers. Palatial equipment. OELRICHS 

., 2 Bowling Green, New York. 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND, 72 Yonge St., Toronto 


TRY OUR NEW PATENT 





YATISI 


CORSET 


This is the most perfect-fitting and 
comfortable corset in the market. 


Crompton Corset Coy 


Sole Manufacturers for the Dominion 
THE HAIR 


i), ® lady’s personal appearance, 
i” is yet aeons by the major- 
- of ladies in this country 

a) ©=who consider it superfluous to 

. have their hair regularly 
trimmed, singed, shampooed 
or dressed hy the hairdresser, 
because the teaching of these 
hygenic principles was neglect- 
ed by their parents. 

Very often are ladies subject 
to misjudgment on account of 
their hair not being cared for. 
f There is noth’ which can im- 

prove or favor the expression of 
the face more than the hair. It is very difficult for a lady 
to dress her own hair beccmingly without the additionof 
some artificial hair, which will save time and trouble and 
will add decidedly to the appearance. Every article in 
Hair Goods, be it for style, comfort, necessity or for pre- 
teviion from colds or neuralgia, way be had ready-made or 
made to order on shcrt notice at Armand’s Hair Store, 
407 Yonge 407, close to Y. M. O. A. Buildings, Toronto. 








1890 SPRING 1890 


JAMES HARRIS & CO. 


(99 Yonge Street 


Beg to announce that they are now 
showing a full line of 


Fine English and American Hats 


inYallithe latest styles for spring 
trade. Sole agent.for 


Kdward Miller’s Celebrated New York 
Felt and Silk Hats 





199 YONGE STREET 
DORENWEND'S arr 














RECOMMENDED BY PHYSICIANS 
Hair Dressing Rooms 


Is where the ladies of Toronto go to have 
their hair attended to. 


Cutting, Shampooing, 
Singing, Dressing, &c. 


Ladies attended to at their residences. 
Hair Dressing for Parties, Balls, Enter- 
tainments, Etc. Appointme: ts can be 
made by telephone. Dorenwend alac 
carries the largest stock of Hair Goods in 
Canada, 






AND COCA WINE 


FOR MENTAL AND PHYSICAL | 
EXHAUSTION \ 






Has all the well-known properties 

of Beef, Iron and Wine, with the stimu- 

lating effects of Coca. It increases the 

vigor of the intellect, nerves and mus- 

cles; sustains strength in the absence of 

food; produces a a and is not 
vil 4 


Unequalled 
in cases of sudden exhaustion. 

ApvuLt Dosz.—One tablespoonful between 
meals, or when fatigued or exhausted. 
BINGHAM’S PHARMACY 
100 Yonas Sr., Tororo. 


j) Ladies’ Frontpieces, Bangs, Wigs, 
it} Switches, Etc. 





Wb sae Gents’ Toupees, Wigs, Ete. 
IW" A, DORENWEND | 
Paris Hair Works, 103 and 105 Yonge Street 
TELEPHONE 1551. 
BUSINESS EDIV'C\TION | 











PRICE 75c. 


McARTHUR’S 


| 
| 
ise IRON AND QUININE WINE 


sezd cared 


ele 


A highly nutritious preparation combining the well-known 
tonic properties of Beef, Fron and Sherry Wine with 
Quinine (tbe active principal of Peruvian bark). In cases 
of Nervous Prostration or Extreme Debility arising 
from whatever cause its action is immediate, p:oducing 


LaF 


wonderful results. Specially valuable for convales- 
cents after severe ilimess. Prepared only by 


J. A. McARTHUR 


CHEMIST AND DRUGGIST 


230 Yonge Street, opp. Shuter St. 


(R. A. Wood's Old Stand) 
Telephone 479 » 





H4NDSOME PROSPECTUS OF 42 
large pages mailed by 
Sending Name and Address 
ress— J. M. CROWLY, Manager, 
Cor. Yonge and Shuter Streets, Toronto, Canada. 





COU. 8. MORISON & C0. >< 


(THE LEADING MANTLE AND DRESS HOUSE) 


: : 218 Yonge Street : 


HAVE OPENED OUT AN IMMENSE ASSORTMENT OF 


FINE 
SPRING 
MANTLES 


AND 
Ladies’ Fine Silk Wraps and Visites, trimmed with Lace and Silk 
J A C K ETS Guipure—the latest novelty. 


NEW DRESS FABRICS 


Being the latest models of style, from the leading makers. of France 
and Germany, iu 


ULSTERS, CLOAKS, RUSSIAN CIRCULARS 
AND STREET JACKETS 


Which is the essential factor ot} French Tweeds for Tailor-made Street Costumes, the New Spring 


Shades in Henriettas, Combination Suitings, Hindoo Twiills, &c. 


FINE 


FRENCH SATEENS AND DE LAINES 


Newest effects and colorings in Cambrics, Prints, &c. De Laines and 
Sateens from the best makers in Europe, imported 
specially for our own trade. 


INSPECTION INVITED 


Dress and Mantle Making Our Specialty 


Every garment guaranteed perfect in Draping, 
Fit and Finish. 


Ne see ree ae oe Soe eee 


4 
© 












SBOOND HALF OF 


The young mother had always resolved that 
no sad face should be brought within sight of 
her boy ; but some hot tears fell upon the sleep- 
i child as she bent over his cot that ~~ 
This was the first quarrel she and Bertie had 
ever had, and long after her husband was 
asleep. Lina was still wide awake. She felt 
miserable ; but she was convinced that she was 
in the right. Bertie had gone too far, and her 

tience was exhausted. Never should Mrs. 

evil enter her house ! 

Breakfast the next morning was far from be- 
ing a cheerful meal. Errington was gloomy 
and dissatisfied, and, on going off to his office, 
he omitted the ordinary good-bye kiss. 

*-I shall be at home at four o'clock to intro- 
duce you to each other,” were his parting 
words ; but Lina made no response. 

Left to herself, she sent a request to her 
cousin Dane that he would come to luncheon ; 
and, when the meal was over, she proposed 
that they should go out together to see some 
pictures. : 

** Hardly any one knows I am in town,” she 
said, in answer to his reminder that it was her 
day at home ; and so to the galleries they went, 
and the afternoon passed very pleasantly. 

When they returned home, she found cards 
lying on the hall table—Mrs. Nevil had called. 

Foe : master was at home,” said the ser- 
vant, in answer to Lina’s inquiries. ‘‘He went 
down to the carriage door to speak to the lady, 
and then they drove away together. Master 
left word he wouldn't be home till the evening.” 

*“Very well,” returned Mrs. Errington. 
**Tell cook no dinner will be required, as I 
shall dine at Mrs. Martin’s. Dane, I am going 
to Auntie Helen. Will you come?” 

Trescott looked at his cousin with an anxiety 
he did not care to conceal. He too had seen 
Mrs. Nevil's cards ; but, though he disliked the 
lady in question, the circumstance of her call- 
ing nerdy accounted for the curious paleness 
of his cousin's face. 

**You are not well, Lina,” he said. *‘ Let us 
stay at home with Syd.” 

Lina roused herself and shook her head im- 
pa‘ iently. na 
**Tam quite well, Dane. Tell your master, 
she added to the maid, ‘“‘that I shall be in by 

nine o'clock.” 

The little ee home proved such a 
‘haven of peace that, dreading the —_ storm 
which she knew to be inevitable, Lina delayed 
her departure, and it was nearer ten than nine 
o’clock when she at last reached home. 
cott had almost guessed the true state of affairs, 
and pleaded hard for admission, but she dis- 
missed him at the door, and went up to the 
smoking-room alone. Her husband had re- 
turned, and was waiting for her. 

Then the storm burst; for Errington was 
desperately angry. What reason could Lina 
ee for flatly disobeying him? She had put 

im in such a predicament that he looked like 
afool! Mrs. Nevil had been kind and friendly 
to him during his wife’s absence—any one 
would therefore have imagined that that wife 
would have been properly grateful to her. In- 
stead of which, she must needs take the earliest 
opportunity of insulting her! Lina’s silence 
only irritated him the more, and the scene 
finished by his striding out of the room and 
going off to his club. 

Early the next morning Miss Martin was 
astonished by Lina’s rushing in, flinging her 
arms around her neck, and ——. into tears, 

** What is the matter, my pet? Is Bertie ill, 
or the boy?” cried the bewildered old ~~. 

“Oh, no, auntie—they’re all right ! nly I 
am very miserable!"—and Lina sobbed pas- 
sionately. 

Miss Helen held her niece in her arms and 
soothed and petted her until the tears ceased 
to tlow and she was able to speak. Then Lina 
explained the cause of her grief. Bertie had 
forgotten all about her during her long absence 
from home, and had fallen in love with a Mrs. 
Nevil, who was adreadful woman whom Dane 
would not know. Bertie had insisted that she 
should receive her, and, as she had very pro- 
perly refused, he had been terribly angry, and 
they would never be happy any more. 

After much patient questioning Miss Helen 
at last understood what had really happened ; 
‘but she rather disappointed poor passionate 
Lina because she did not respond with loud 


lamentations, On thecontrary, she laughed at 
‘tthe girl's doleful prophecy, and then said 
‘briskly —— 


**On, no—it is not so bad as that! 
and Bertie have both been very silly!” 
Mrs. Bertie Errington drew herself up in dig- 
nified disapproval. 
** Yes—both of you!” continued the old lady. 
** Bertie was impulsive and most inconsiderate ; 
ou were very silly in riding the high horse. 
e behaved -very badly, I admit, in trying to 
force you to know some one of whom you dis- 


But you 


‘approve. But so long as you do know her no 
‘harm can come of the flirtation. Don’t you see 
that, Lina?” 


**T wili never know Mrs. Nevil, auntie!” 

**Don't be obstinate, dearie—I know some- 
thing of the lady.” 

“From Dane?” 


** Yes, from Dane. She is rather an objec | 
tionable woman, but not nearly so black as she 
has been painted. She is very attractive and 
fascinating, and it was certainly brighter for 
Bertie to be with her than to be sitting alone 
at home.” 

Lina walked to the window and stood look- | 
ing out, trying hard to keep back her tears. 

“Well, it doesn’t matter,” she said airily, | 
after a pause; “I suppose we can _ behave | 
fashionably as well as anybody else. If Bertie | 
likes to go about with Mrs. Nevii, I can go | 
about with Dane.” 

This last speech troubled Miss Helen. Many | 
years before she had guessed the truth, and | 
‘knew that Trescotc’s love for Lina had been 
more than that of a cousin. He had been too | 

oor to marry her and too good a man use- 
Reasly to disturb her peace; but, when. some | 





five years back, the loss of his arm had pro 
cured him his discharge from the army at the | 
very time when his father’s death had made | 
him a tolerably rich man, it was hard indeed to 
return to England and fiad Lina young Erring 
ton’s bride, This secret was among the many 
in Miss Helen's possession ; and, although she 
knew Dane to be as true as steel, Lina’s words 
were very distasteful to her. 

** Ah, well,’ she replied, ‘I can understand 
what you mean! Dane Trescott is a finer | 
fellow to go about with than Bertie Erring 
ton.” 

“Oh, no, he is not!” cried Lina hotly. 
** Bertie is the dearest and the best husband 
under the sun! Only he has been spoilt all | 
his life, and wants a great deal of amusing. It 
is all Mrs. Nevil's fault—not his!” 

*: Dear me,” rejoined Miss Helen innocently, 
**T thought he was so ‘unkind’ and ‘cruel’ 
and ‘ heartless !’” 

“Who? Bertie? Of course not!” exclaimed 
, Lina. *‘He is not strong enough to stand 
against a woman who makes up her mind to 
eaptivate him; but I love him with all my 
heart?” 

** Lina, come here !” said Miss Martin. 

The girl crossed the room obediently, and 
knelt down by her aunt's chair. The old lady 

ut her hands upon Lina’s shoulders and 
Poked at her with a smile. 

**Now was I not right in saying you were 
asilly child?” she asked gently. ‘‘ You love 
him, and yet you let him go! I never give 
advice, as you know, dearie; but I will tell 

ou what I was thinking the other day. Dane 
hed been to a theater and was telling me about 
it. The story of the play was much the same 
as that which you have telling me—it is 
an old one, Lina—and Dane told me that the 
wife went to the other woman and prayed to 
her, ‘Give me back my husband!’ the thought 
came into my head that, if I were a young and 

tty woman, Lina, I would not beg for him— 
would fight for nim |” 








TORON1O0 SATURDAY NIGHT. 


A TWO-PART STORY. 


: A CLEVER WOMAN. 


Lina’s face flushed deeply, and, after a long 


pause, 


she whispered— 
How?” 


“Tf I had quarrelled with my husband about 
her, I would go home and makeit up. Thenl 
would call upon her and invite her to stay in 
my house. When she was there, I would trust 
to my own mother-wit and instinct for the rest, 
because it stands to reason that I should know 
and be able to study my husband's peculiarities 
she. But there—I ama 
vain old woman to be talking like that! Idare 
say I should be as silly as any other woman !” 
a are a darling!” cried 
ng to her feet and 
see what you 


and whims better t. 


‘Auntie Helen, 
Lina enthusiastically, s 
giving the old ladyakiss. “ 
mean—and I'll do it!” 


When Bertie Errington went home sulkily 
that afternoon, expecting a cold welcome, he 
was agreeably surprised to find his wife smil- 
She greeted him 
waimly, and inquired er after the head- 

im at breakfast. 
Little Syd’s presence made awkward remarks 


ing and prettily dressed. 
ache that had been troubling 


impossible; so Bertie replied with a good grace 
and, when she su 
the carriage an 
promptly 


This sudden ——_ of manner puzzled him; 

y to make no comment on 
it and to follow his wife’s lead. Of course she 
had seen that she had acted unjustly and in- 


but he decided wise 


tended to apologise. 


She was looking so pretty as he followed her 
far from yielding 
slowly, as he had Pe ee he found 


into the victoria that, so 


it quite delightful to be in her society. 


** And you are willing to be friends with Mrs. 


Nevil?” he asked her. 
“I know her already,” said Lina brightly. 
**I went to see her this afternoon.” ‘ 


‘““Well, you are 2 darling!” cried Bertie 
id you think of 


rapturously, “‘And what 


her?” 


“Yes, I went to see her,” Lina repeated, 
“*T saw how aggravat- 
ing and childish it was to object to some one of 
I knew nothing; so I called and ex- 
plained my absence from home yesterday. And 
now I have a surprise for you. Guess what it 


ignoring his question. 


whom 


is, Bertie!” 


‘** Haven’t the faintest,idea,” he = aay. 
e wife he 


thinking what a charming and sens’ 
posse . ‘Tell me what it is, Baby.” 
“* Well,” said Lina, as they entered the park, 


“should 7a not think I had made the amende 
e 


honorable if I told youl have invited her to 
stay with us?” 

“With us! How?” 

“Yes! I found her in great trouble; her 


drawing-room ceiling has come to grief in seme 
way, and she must have the workpeople in the 
house. Now one can’t be without a drawing. 
room in May; so I asked her to come to us 
until her house was habitable.” 

**That was very charming of you, dear!” 

“* Not at all, Bertie—I love to please you!” 

Lina felt she was agreat hypocrite ; but the 
drive was a decided success, and at the ‘At 
Home” to which they went that evening a 
good many people whispered in astonishment 
that the Erringtons were as devoted to each 
other as ever. 

People were even more astonished on the 
following day when Mrs. Nevil and Mrs. 
Errington appeared in the drive together, and 
the latter made a point of introducing her 
friend to all whom she met. 

‘**Mrs. Nevil is staying with us at present.” 
Lina informed every one; *‘ you must call and 
see her.” 

For the first few days everything went so 
smoothly that Lina trembled for the success of 
her experiment. She had — of courage ; 
but her patience was sorely tried when night 
after night she found herself ignored in her 
own drawing-room, while the handsome widow 
made ed ove to the young host. It was 
love-making—there could be no doubt about it. 
The gist of the whole matter—on Clara Nevil’s 
side, at least—lay in the perpetual scarcity of 
funds. Theater stalls, bouquets, and a hundred 
other luxuries in which her sou! delighted 
were beyond her means ; and, as the generosity 
of the men of her own set was for the most 

art dependent on their varying luck, it fol- 
owed that Bertie Errington, with his careless 
good-nature and his well-lined purse, was a 
friend worth having. She thought Mrs. Err- 
ingtor, with her gentle manner and innocent 
blue eyes, was merely a well-drilled doll who 
had been ordered to invite her. 

At the end of a week Lina’s arrival] in town 
became generally known, and invitations 
poured in. They came none too soon, for the 
poor young wife felt that another of those even- 
ings at home would have been unbearable. 
Dane Trescott had refused to come to the 
house; and little Syd hated the newcomer so 
much¢hat he cried in his most unmusical tones 
whenever he saw her, and was ordered by his 
father to be kept in the nursery. 

On the first night of their going out, Lina 
was in her room dressing listlessly when her 
husband entered in a state of great perturba- 
tion. 

** Have you seen Mrs, Nevil since she dressed ?” 
he asked. 

‘*No,” said Lina wonderingly. ‘* What is the 
matter?” 

** Matter enough!” he returned, in a tone of 
intense vexation. ‘* She is so frightfully decol- 
lete that she would be marked anywhere, but 


| it is the vilest of taste as we are going to the 


dean’s.” 

The dean, who was giving the musical enter- 
tainment at which they were shortly due, was 
noted for the bittter war he waged against 


| fashionable” dress; and, as he was Syd’s 


godfather, Bertie would have done anything 
rather than offend him. 

“Do go to her, Lina!” he went on. ‘“Itis 
not her fault; she does not understand these 
things.” 

‘*My dear Bertie, how very trying!” said 


| Lina, in a tone of the deepest concern, while 


she was congratulating herself on the way in 
which matter were turning out. ‘* But I can’t 
realiy say anything to her! Hew do you like 
my own gown?” 

‘*It is perfect!" was the warm response. 
Fresh from the offending dress in the drawing- 
room below, his eyes rested gratefully upon 
his wife's pretty gray gown. ‘I did not know 
Malta had made you look so well. You are 
lovelier than you were last season,” he added ; 


|} and the words were still ringing in her ears 


when they entered the crowded reception- 


| rooms. 


Bertie Errington was far from being happy 
that evening. He heard several remarks 
passed upon Mre. Nevil's appearance which 
were more distinguished for wit than for ele- 
gance ; and she had a way of constantly ap- 
pealing to him and of openly deferring to his 
opinion which had the effect of making him 
look ridiculous. 

“Tt isn’t her fault, and she will soon learn 
tact,” he said to himself loyally ; but he could 
not help adding mentally that he was glad 
that Lina did not keep him in such a state of 
nervous apprehension. 

‘*I think our friend shines more in home-life 
-don't you, Baby?” he asked naively, when 
Lina and he were alone. 

The young wife made up her mind that there 
should be no more “‘home-life” that season ; 
but she instantly undertook her rival's de- 
fence, 

“*Ob, do you think so?” she exclaimed. “I 
thought Ciara quite a success to-night. She 
tells me that people said such nice things to 


her!” 
“And of her!” retorted Errington miy, 
**Good heavens, Baby, what a gown!” erimly 
“ Well, it was rather a bright red,” Lina ad- 
pulsed 5 *but I thought you admired her 
aste 


“ So I do—in morning frocks,” he said, feel- 
ing that he was driven into a corner; ‘but I! 


sted that rhey should order 
drive round the park, he 


























































































think they harmonized better with her rooms 
than they do with ours.” 

“Then you would like me to have a morning- 
frock from her dressmaker?” pursued Lina re- 
“Soden t ty that bh being laughed 

ng vague: e was ng laug 
“ Bertie uti “a cross ** Yes.” 

f he had seen her for only a few hours a a 
Errington’s admiration for Mrs. Nevil wou d 
in all probability have survived the summer; 
but, from seeing her morning, noon and night, 
‘it became a case of toujours perdrix. She was 
amusing and she flattered him—and these two 
traits in her character were doubtless as pleas- 
ing as when he first made her acquaintance ; 
bnt the more assured her position became in 
the household, the more she presumed upon it. 
When Errington came in ravenous from a 
tennis party, it was not soothing to be told 
that Mrs. Nevil had asked that the dinner 
might be postponed an hour to suit her own 
arrangements ; nor was it pleasant to find that 
a certain man whom he had blackballed at the 
club had been calling upon Mrs. Nevil. If he 
complained to Lina that the dinner hour at all 
events ought to be kept sacred, it was only to 
be met with the reminder that, as he had so 
anxiously desired Mrs. Nevil’s presence, they 
must both do their best to make her visit 
agreeable. The worst of the matter was that, 
the more disenchanted Errington became, 
the more his wife’s affection for their guest 
increased. She began to imitate Mrs. Nevil’s 
manner, and cultivated a peculiarly loud laugh 
that had always tried him in the original, but 
was absolutely repellent coming from Lina’s 
lips. The young wife quoted her guest until 
— very name became distasteful to 

rtie. 

‘For goodness’ sake, e., telling me what 
that woman has said, Baby!” he exclaimed at 
last, in desperation. ‘I am tired of hearing 





























** Are you tired of her, dear?” And, grateful S| 
for his wife’s forbearance, he was fo to con- 
fess that he was. 

‘** This shall end at Ascot!” Lina said to her- 
self ; and, in fact, the sustained effort was tell- 
ing upon her sadly. Nothing was more repug- 
nant to her nature than the life she was now 
leading. Dane Trescott’s kind grave face no 
a gladdened her Se ; of her boy she saw 
hardly anything; while the hardest of all to 
bear was the knowledge that Bertie was griev- 
ing over the change, and longing for a return of 
those quiet happy days when they had been all 
in all to each other. 

“* Bertie has been here asking me how to get 
rid of a visitor who has not the wit to see that 
she has outstayed her welcome,” Miss Helen 
told Lina, with an elaborate pretence of not 
seeing behind the scenes. ‘“ He seems dread- 
fully miserable.” 

**Poor old Bertie!” sighed Lina, remorse- 
fully. ‘‘ Never mind, auntie dear—it shall end 
at Ascot.” 

Errington could afford neither time nor 
money to take a house for the race week ; but 
he always managed to run down with Lina for 
the great day—and this year Mrs. Nevil of 
course went too. Lina horrified her hus- 
band by coming down at the last moment ina 
gorgeous pink dress; but, as she hastened to 
answer his ominous frown by telling him that 
it was ‘‘dear Clara’s” choice, and as that lady 
was standing by him, his objections could not 
be disclosed. On the way down he looked dis- 
— and scarcely spoke; but Lina and Mrs. 

evil appeared to be in the highest spirits, and 
took but little notice of him. Once arrived on 
the course, both ladies were surrounded by a 
crowd of the widow's friends; and, too an- 
noyed and depressed to take the slightest in- 
terest in the days proceedings, Errington 
spent the morning lounging about by himself 
at some little distance from them. 


The afternoon was not very far advanced 
— his arm was suddenly seized by a strong 

and. 

** Bertie,” said the well-known voice of Dane 
Trescott, ‘I have been looking for you every- 
where!” 

“Have you?” returned Bertie listlessly. 
** What for?” 

“What for! Are you mad? Are you blind? 
Don’t you see who is talking to Lina?” 

Roused by Trescott’s excited manner. Bertie 
craned his neck to get a beter view cf the 
group that was standing at some twenty paces 
from them. 

“IT can’t help it, Dane!” he said bitterly. 
“They look a fast lot ; but Mrs. Nevil chooses 
her own friends, and she likes them ; and Lina 
is almost as bad.” 

**But those people, Bertie! That woman 
with the black eyes and the man standing by 
her—they are”—and he whispered a couple of 
names in the younger man’s ears. They were 
names that had been made knowr to the world 
at large through the newspaper reports of pro- 
ceedings in the Divorce Court. ‘Don’t you 
understand, Bertie? Rouse yourself, man! 
They are cut by every one who has a character 
to lose, and there is Lina talking to them in 
full view of the grand stand! Weon’t you——” 


Trescott stopped suddenly as Bertie, break- 
ing away from him, pushed through the inter- 
vening crowa that feil back to right and left at 
the sight of his set white face, uutil he reached 
the group and laid a hand upon his wife's arm. 

‘“‘ Lina,” he said sternly, “this is no place for 
you! Comeawayatonce! We must gohome!” 

The men about her stared insolently, and 
the woman Trescott had pointed out broke into 
a laugh ; but Lina looked up straight. into her 
husband's eyes and rejoiced at the expression 
of wrath she saw there, Without a word she 
turned to obey him: and, still retaining his 
—_ seen her arm, Errington turned to Mrs. 
wNevil. 

** We go home at once,” he said coldly, ‘* Do 
you join us?” 

The brown eyes he had so much admired had 
lost their softness and were flashing angrily as 
she answered him: 

‘‘T stay here. By what right do you assume 
that tone?’ ‘ 

Bertie turned upon his heel without reply- 
ing either to her question or to Lina’s whis- 
pered query, “Shall I not say good-bye to Mrs. 
Nevil's friends?” and was making his way in 
the direction of the entrance, when Mrs, Nevil 
hastened after them, her momentary anger 
successfully repressed, 

‘**Don’t go so fast!” she said querulously. 
“Tf you will wait half an hour. t will come 
oad but I won’t be taken home like a naughty 
c . 

‘*Did you know who those people were to 
whom you introduced my wife?” said Erring- 
ton frigidly. 

* Yes—I knew; but Lina didn't. It was a 
little bit of revenge on my part. She 
ought——” 

“Lina”—there was a strange new tone in 
her husband's voice—‘’say good-bye to Mrs. 
Nevil, She is not returning with us.” 

There was a momentary pause, a hurried 
band-clasp, an exchange of bows, and Mrs. 
Nevil was left alone. 

Early that same evening Errington heard the 
sounds of romping and laughter issuing from 
his wife’s boudoir, After smoking savagely in 

is own room, he had ai 
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on their return from Malta. 
‘* Come in, papa!” 

chair and sing them bot 
inste of talking ‘“‘ grown-u 
“papa” and “mamma” devo 


sank down upon the couch. 


Mary to hel 


engaged and cannot see her.” 


“We have had a most wretched 


don’t regret her going, do you, dear?’ 
her li 
all connected with them. 


that you might admire me too.” 
he protested eagerly 


arm around her, kissed her. 


look so pretty and—and so refined and gentle 
that I am half inclined to tell you a secret. 


than ever!” 


were turning over their invitations for that 
evening and debating as to which they should 
accept. 
third was too far off; and at last they came to 
the conclusion that, as they were quite alone, 
they would for once give each other a treat and 


they both stayed at home. 








To Correspondents. 


Sarurpay Nieut Office. } 


C-sar.—See Alexander. 

Bunciz —Erratic, gay and decisive. 

U.ac.—Self-willed, decided and vain. 
Brown1£.--Impetuous, merry and wilful. 
Jo.—Self-reliant, origioal and unassuming. 
May.—Earnest, thoughtful and affectionate. 
VaRIOLOID.—Order, firmness and sel’-reliance. 

Nip anp Tuca.— Decision, precision, and reserve. 
Squasu.—Perseverance, vivacity and obstinacy. 

Pucks, Hamilton.—Moody, vain, carelessand affectionate. 
ALEX aNDER.—Shrewdness, vanity, firmness and decision. 
Enua8.—Gentleness, truthfulness and an erratic nature. 
JaNAUscHEK,—Ambition, vanity, self-reliance and energy. 


- Ina Gorvon.— Pride, selfishness, reserve and determina- 
on. 


Porti4.—Sincerity, pru lence and a thoroughly practi.al 
nature. 


Apri. —Quietly determined, gentle, ambitious and a 
little vain. 


Au —Romantic, wanting in energy, sincere and of vari- 
able temper. # 


Geetrupk ANN, Kingston.—Decision, shrewdness and 
determination. ; 


Maapxumya, Liadsay.—Ambition, recklessness, decision 
and self-esteem. 


Sour Grares.—Energy, carelessn orizinalit, d 
self-aseertion. 7” wr o . 


Eao.—There is often selfishness at the bottom of appar- 
ent generosity. 


eel ver the hota teling sera sobs | inv ar a i, em erty 
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could he have that that detestable | poR"% 0. Brantford.—Sincerity, prudence and much 


tenacity of purpose. 
Nisery-Four.— Decision, tenacity of d - 
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or was me a passing m QuasN sii magi sposi 

which she w speedily recover? After he eateens tab tetieast ihe bomen mre SOE: OO 
had satisfied himself that ae not the | jean Jonxs, Lindsay.—Practical, self-reliant, decided and 
faintest idea to whom she had been chatting, | courageous, I should judge you to be. 

the journey back had been passed insilence;and | pugs, sirattord.—Your writing shows self-reliance reok- 
now he rt lonaias for @ talk with her, but | tessness, ambition, self-esteem, vacity and obstinacy. 
felt too sha to goto her room. The A. 0. 0.—Your writing is wanting in marked char- 
door was ajar ; and at length the laugh- | acteristic. Order and self-reliance are faintly indicated . 
ter of mother and child proved and, | Casan, Woodville.—Gay, genial, hopeful of disposition, 
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A happy hour followed for Master Syd ; for, 

a talk,” both 
themselves to 
him. Attheend of that time the young gen- 
tleman was carried off to bed, and Errington 


‘“‘ Very well, Bertie,” agreed Lina obediently. 
season, 
Baby,” he went on—‘“ there is no denying it! 
You ”—with a quick glance at his wife—‘‘ you 


He spoke in an anxious tone that touched 
Lina and checked the merry Jaugh that was on 


p. 
‘*Not at all, Bertie,” she assured him. ‘‘Ido 
not like Mrs. Nevil, and I hate her friends and 
But you told me so 
constantly how much you admired her that I 
wanted to copy her as closely as possible, so 


She looked up at him with a bright smile as 


** As if I did not admire you a thousand times 
more than a woman like that!” hecried. ‘‘You 
know it, and you are laughing at me!” He 
knelt down at his wife’s feet, and, putting an 
“You are such a 
elever little woman,” he whispered, *‘and you 


3 
He glanced round the room, feigning a fear lest 
some one should overhear him, and then, put- 
ting his mouth close to her ear, said solemnly, 
*‘ Mrs. Errington, Iam more in love with you 

Twenty minutes later the husband and wife 


One house they decided would be too 
erowded, another would be too tiring, anda 


enjoy themselves in their own fashion. So 


[Correspondents will addrese —‘‘ Correspondence Column,” 








ing-chair sat Lina and Syd, wearing the same j 
white dresses in which they had greeted him 


‘**There’s papa!” cried the child suddenly. 


So Errington went in; and then he did the 
very wisest thing he could do in the circum- 
stances by going up ee to the rocking- 

8 ls 


“In all probability Mrs. Nevil will send for 
her boxes and things,” he saia abruptly. ‘If 
she should come here herself, I have told 
her to pack, and to say you are 








! 
opening, and get some friends to assist you if possible.” 
} 
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rere a een 


about her! When is that ceiling of hers to be a 
finished ?” wu )) 

Lina’s heart beat high with exultation; but \ N \ He 
she only said gentl SS)» - 


CASHIRE. ENGLAND. 
THE WORLD'S MEDICINE 


From the earliest days of medicinal sciene no antidote has ashieved such a reputation as 


BEECHAM’S PILLS 


Their fame has reached the uttermost parts of the earth; their curative power is universally acknowledg-d to a de- 
gree unprecedented in the annals :f prysicia: reve sroh ; and it is e shoe i fro. a shore to shore that for Bilious aad Nervous 
isorders, Indigestion with its dreaiad allies, and for assisting Nature in her wondrous functions, they are 


WORTH A GUINEA A BOX 


BEECHAW'S PILLS—the wonderful English Medicine—are a safe and speedy cure for Weak Stomach, Im- 
gees Digestion, Sick Meadache, Constipation, Disordered Liver, etc. Soli b 
nited States at 25 cents a box, or will be mailed on r: eipt of price by B. F. ALLEN & Co., 365 
sole agents for the United States Prepared only by Tos. Barcham, St. Helens, Lancashire, England 


all d-uggists in the 
anal Street, New York, 





J. Howei.-Cawrnorne, Stratford.—This specimen suits 
me better. It denotes frankness, candor, sen sitiveaess 421 
tympathy. 

Paving, Hamilton.—Originality, sincerity, considerable 
firmness, fondness for admiration and a warm and affection- 
ate temperament. 

Heven F.—You should have written more than your 
name and the heading. I notice, however, determinat on, 
vanity and self-reliance. 


ZuLEIKA, Hamilton —Caloulatiag, self-esteeming and true 
in friendship. J. E. C.’s shows some firmness, thouzhtful- 
ne.6 reserve and prudence. 

Inca Bre.—How in the world can you expect me to tel! 
you what you ask? Your writing shows vivacity, self- 
esteem, decision and originality. 

Awyxiety, Hamilton.—You should wsigh the article filled, 
and then empty. I do not understand the kini yo: mean. 
You are probably practical, reserved, ostentatidus aud 
very firm and self-reliant. 

Iaco.—Energy, self-esteem, candor and a practical nature 
are indicated here Your circumstances, means and in- 
clination are safer guides than one who could only suggest 
from one poiat of view. 


Bius Beut.—Well, my dear little Blue Bell, you want to 
know what your writing shows. Let me see—truth, kind- 
ness of heart, a moderately large opinion of Blue Bell, and 
a little too much carelessness. 


Script, Wallaceburg.—No. 1. Self-will, vanity and inde- 
cision. No. 2. Self-esteem, much self-reliance, decision 
and ambition. No. 3. Impulse, generosity, candor, sensi- 
tiveness and carelessness. Scribe, see No. 3. 


CINDERELLA, Owen Sound,—I like your writing. It shows 

reeverance, romance of feeling and much honesty. 

emo’s indicates a decisive, unpresuming nature, with con- 
siderable social inclination and some firmness. 


Constant READER.—This is such acommon nom de plume 
that I shall explaia more fully. The writer's Christan name 
i» James and the date February 22. Your writing shows 
ambition, selfishness, penetration and reserve. 


Fioy.—Your writing shows energy, much variation of 
— indecision and modesty. I could not tell you any 
P at which to apply. The best way is to watch for an 


Nancy, Believille.—Now, Nan >y, are you not [rish ? Own 
up. Did you not emigrate from the immediate vicinity of 
Blarney Castle in the recent past? Your writing shows a 
merry disposition, a decided nature, brooking very little 
opposition, a warm and very faithful heart ani co asider- 
able vanity. 


Auprey Irngns.—You must send me color of hair, eyes, 
complexion and figure, if you wish me to suggest color and 
pattern for a gown. our writing shows energy, self- 
est-em, firmnees and a tendency to over-estimate. [should 
fancy, though, that you are warm-hearted and considerate 
o* the feelings of others. 


Puscu, Paris.—Edna Lyall, the nom de plume of Ada 
Elien Bayley, is a maiden lady whose home is with her 
married sister in Sussex, England. Her age, I believe his 
not been stated. Her father was an English lawyer. Miss 
Bayley is an invalid and has written chiefly during the 
past ten years. Your writing shows impetuosity, origin- 
ality, self-will, energy and vanity. P 


Favust.—You cannot put your money to better use than 
to spend it in Mpemee an education. Your life has been 
so free from all study Ifear you will have difficulty in 
settling to it. I earnestly trust you will adhere to your 
good resolu:ions. If you do not your future life will be a 
miserable failure. Throw yourself into study and deter- 
mine to bea man. Your own inclination should guide you 
in the choice of a profession. . 


AnNiz Maup —With all earnestness I would advise you to 
adhere to the rules which were given to J—, and to which 
you referred If he knows that your friends over rule you 
in the matter of gifts he cannot accuse you, if in the future 
he would like to. Itis better not, but circumstances are 
almost laws. Write me again if you think I can be of 
assistance to you. I shall be glad to help you. 

Farmer, Beaverton.—You are certainly very generous 
regarding ths kind permission: ‘* Pump it into me for all 
Fa are worth or do the other thing.” I think I will doa 

ttle of both, and so vary the monotony. Decision, self- 
a practical nature, are accom- 
panied by candor ia the highest degree and unparalleled 
generosity. Don’t be so slangy next time you write. 

Hawrnorng, Belleville.—Many thanks for your kid 
note. I shall recommend the preparation, but would first 
like to see if it is not procurable here. I use glycerine and 
rose water, and fi it excellent for keepiog the skin 
smooth, but of course glycerine does not suit al! skins 
Write to me whenever you like about any matter. I shall 
be glad to help you ; but keep your pretty nom de plume, 
that I may remember you. Your writing deaotes sym- 
pathy, determination, a little carelessness, much self-rali- 
ance and tenderness. 


CORRESPONDENTS IN GENERAL, 


esteem, perseverance an 


Everywhere.—The fre- 
quency with which [ meet that pathetic ap to answer 
‘in your next issue,” has prompted me to give a recipe for 
patience in this matter. A little thoughtfulness and 
charity should be added to natural kindness of heart, rub 
well together, stir in some common sense and apply the 
ointment to the ears that itch. Speaking seriously, my 
friencte, | often come upon these requests whea the “ next 
issue ” referred to is a fotnight or so old. There is n» use in 
writing to see why your letter was not answered. It does 
not hasten the reply, aud crowds my pigeon-holes. Each 
is answered in the order in wh'ch it reaches me. 
Harry Sevan —No. 1. Candor, pradence and reserve. 
No. 2. Siucere, ths happy possessor of tact and a merry 
disposition. No, 3. It nds entirely upon the pasties 
entering the contract. F/rmaness, 8:lf-reliance eelf- 
esteem. No. 4 Vanity, ambition and cordiality. No. 5. 
The discussion would take too much space, My own 
opinion is that your father knows best. Try and look at it 
y, and restrain yourself from og him, Ambi- 
tiov, impetuosi-y and self-will. No. 6. [think not. Mam. 
Albani was born in Chambly, Quebec. 1 4e, moody 
temperament and energy. No. 7. An lit 
an entirely ded hyd BO No, 
shares po vor many others equally good. 
Indecision, vanity and vivacity. ty 
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The Landing of the Pilgrim Fathers. 


Herbert Denison up and the. 
small room that had “the especial sanctum 
of his brother-in-law, Tom T' his brows 
knit in perplexed _ his nerv- 
ously i watch. . Jessie, his only 
sister. Tom Thorpe’s widow, was sobbing on 
the sota. 


“ Jessie, dear;” 


some ” 
perhaps, help you. 


Jessie sat up, and tried to still the sobs that 
the talk about her husband—not yet a month 
ad called forth. She was a woman 
with fair hair and blue eyes, and young soums 

y 


dead—h 


still tomake her deep widow’s mourning dou 
pathetic. 
‘** About the house?” she said. 
“Yes. You say it is almost 
“The price was six thousan 
house and grounds, There is a ve 


id for?” 


in front. 


Bert, that we worked ve: 
is the reason I know all a 


gure but it helped alon 


** And you are sure t = were five thousand 


dollars paid to Mr. Paxon 
“Tam penteevely certain of it.” 
** And the receipts are lost?” 
“Lost! Gone entirely. 


Mr. Paxon stole Tom’s receipt book. 
“ Why?” 
“Well, he is a man who is not much re- 

spected, and there have been several stories 
told about him that throw a doubt over his 
honesty. Still, he keeps clearof the law. Tom 
took the receipts for the payments on the house 
in a small account-book, that had nothing 
else in it. That day—no, I am not going to cry 
again, dear—that dreadful day, he sent word 
to Mr. Paxon that he would pay him five hun- 

dred dollars. He had sold a lot of wool, and I 

had two hundred dollars eaved. I know he 
had it when Mr. Paxon came. Then there was 
that dreadful Sane and how could we 
think of anything but Tom for the next three 
days? But, Bert, Mr. Paxon was alone with 
him when he was taken ill, and gave the 
alarm, There was nothing to prevent his slip- 
ping the receipt-book into his pocket, and I be- 
lieve he did it. It cannot be found, and Mr. 

Paxon would not dare to assert that he has 

never been id anything Lut rent for the 

house, if he did not know I carnot produce the 
receipts.” 

*H'm! Yes, I see! But one cannot accuse 
aman of such acrime as that without some 

roof.” 

. **| understand that. I think he intended, if 

Tom got better, to pretend it was a mistake, or 

he might have meant to cheat him.” 

** Was there never any witnesses to the pay- 
ments?” 

‘““No. He would come over, or Tom would 
go to him and pay whatever we could spare. 
But I have seen the receipts often! And 
think, Bert, how that five thousand dollars 
would help me now !” 

Bert did think of it! He was a young man 
who had made for himself a home in a Western 
State, over which he had asked his wiaowed 
sister to preside. He had come to her with 
open hands and heart, to offer a home to her 
and her two boys, knowing that his brother-in- 
law had lived upon his salary asa clerk ina 
wholesale house. But he had found that these 
two by close economy, by Tom's experiments 
in sheep-raising, and Jessie’s contributions to 
magazine literature, had nearly secured a home 
of their own, when a sudden rupture of a tlood- 
vessel had ended life for one, and left the other 
desolate. . 

Many long talks the brother and sister had 
about this cruel wrong pressing upon her, but 
arriving always at the conclusion that only the 
finding of the receipt book could help her. 
They were still talking, in the room that Tom 
had devoted to his wife’s literary labors and 
his own business affairs, and dignified by the 
name of library, when Bert, pointing to the 
wall, said : 

“ Where on earth did you ever get that hor- 
rid daub, Jessie? What is it?” 

‘The Landing of the Pilgrim Fathers,” said 
Jessie, smiling. “It is a daub, Bert, but Tom 
was fond of it for the sake of his only brother, 
who painted it. Poor Fred! He imagined 
himself a great artist, and this picture a mas- 
terpiece. But after vainly trying to sell it, he 
gaveitto Tom. It was a dreadful job to get it 
up, and you see it takes all the space on that 
siae of the room, How we are to get it down 
is a mystery.” 

* Do you value it?” 

‘No! I scarcely knew Fred, who died ten 
years ago, and the p.cture is frightful.” 

‘*H’m !—I think I see a light!” said Bert, 
musingly. ‘* Well, dear, as there is nothing to 
be gained by staying here, how soon will you 
be ready to go to Scrantonville with me?” 

‘“‘T will begin to pack to-day.” 

It proved to be a tedious job to gather the 
household goods into ee compass, to 
start off box after box, to take leave of neigh. 
bors, and make preparations for the long 
journey and new home. But Jessie found 
comfort in constant work, and ’the next week 
most of her packing was finished. 

But the day before that appointed for their 
start, Bert sent for Mr. Paxon, to make one 
more appeal to his honesty. There was a long, 
rather stormy interview in the dismanticu 
library, where only the huge painting 
and two chairs had been left. .Bert had 
left the room, under some pretense of ques- 
tioning his sister. and Mr. Paxon was peep- 
ing about in a Paul Pry way that Jessie 
had told her brother was habitual with him, 
when he made a discovery. There was an 
ugly space in a recess, where Tom Thorpe's 
Stationary desk had stood for ten long years 
against the wall. Scraps of paper and siring, 
torn envelopes, all the debris of packing, were 
scattered about, but wedged into the top of the 
mop-board was an envelope, almost concealed, 
that Mr. Paxon was sure contained an inclo- 
sure, Warily he crept up to it, seized it, and 
found it a sealed envelope, directed : 

* To JESSIE, my wife, To be opened only after 

my death.’ 

He crammed it hastily into his pocket, and 
when Bert returned took his departure. Some- 
thing important must be in that paper, that 
bad evidently slipped out of the desk when it 
was moved and escaped observation. But the 
disclosure was ae startling one. Without any 
scruple of honor or honesty, Mr. Paxon broke 
tbe seal and read : 

“DEAR JEssIz,—It has been long known to 
you, dear, that my life was a precarious one, 
and you will not be surprised that I have made 
a little provision for you and the children. 
Poor Fred left me ten thousand do! 

United States bonds, and, unwilling to trust it 
to any bank, I have hidden it away in the 
lower right hand corner of the picture he gave 
me, The interest will run on until you take 
the envelope from its hiding-place, as no one 
else will ever move the picture. Forgive me 
for keeping this one secret from you. ‘oM.” 

. No one ! Why, they mighc tear it down 
any moment. A cold sweat broke out all over 
the rascal’s body. All his boarded wealth, the 
result of schem cheating, aaving, wae as 
nothing com with this newly ered 
treasure, N y else must find those bonds! 

But when he returned to the house he found 
everything in hurried confusion, and Bert iseu- 
ing hu orders, 

‘I can’t talk to you now,” he said, as Mr. 

Paxon came up. ‘1 am obliged to leave on the 
7.30 p.m. train from B—, and it me neoey two 


o'clock now. There is still a wagon to go, 
and the children and Jessie are getting dressed 
for the carriage at three o'clock.” 
“But I must speak to you,” 
en too, cried | Bert, bust ve the -. 
se. 
Here some of you fellows, bring a step- 


so awkward to move!” cried J 
watching with horror Bert's pre 
tear the painting from the wall. “I will give 

he said, pre , “it ig | YOU agood price, 
cruel to make you talk, but if I could onl t H 


really clear idea of the business, I might, 


dollars for the 
large or- 
chard and vegetable garden, besides the garden 
Tom was to pay for it just as he could, 
but not less than three hundred a year. We 
were so anxious to have a home of our own. 
hard for it, and that 

ut it. I put all my 
writing money in, too; not a vast sum, to be 


Mr. Paxon, desperatel 
ten years’ interest on the bond 


money, and I’ll speak 


ort, I never dared gone, I’m not sure she will take it!” 


say it, for I cannot prove it, but I firmly believe 


no need of a receipt. 
ure through the window. G 
carriage whirled off, and Mr. Paxon entered 
the empty house. The .workmen had gone 
with the wagon, but when he pulled the corne: 
of the canvass, he found it already looseueu 
from the frame. A large, yellow envelope, with 
three immense red seals, was behind it, and 
with trembling fin 
slip of paper was the onl 
fainting, the disappoint 
‘This makes our account square.” 
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“No, no!” cried Mr. Paxon. 
**Buy it!” Bert cried. 


“* But it looks so wel! where it 


ow much? 
“ Five hundred dollars.” 
“Bah!” 
“* A thousand |” 


“‘A thousand dollars for such a work of 
art as that! Why 

could part with it, it ought to bring five times 
that sum!” 
* Five times that sum! Five thousand dol- 
lars!” cried Mr. Paxon. 
“* Certainly!” said Bert, coolly. ‘‘ But we do 
not wish to sell it at all. 
Take out the top nails very carefully there. 
“Tll give you five thousand for it!” cried 
y, rapidly calculating the 

8. 


You 
don’t carry five thousand dollars round in your 
pocket, do you?” 
‘*No, but I carry my check book. I'll give 
you a check!” 


man alive, if 


** But we leave here in half an hour! 


** Won't do! I cannot stop to cash it.” 
“T’ll run over to the bank with it myself.” 
** Well, you haven’t much time. 


“T—I came 
over to see if I couldn’t buy that picture.” 
* You might as well 
ask Jessie to sell you one of her boys! Why, 
her dear brother-in-law painted it |” 
and will be 

‘axon, 
ions to 


But I am sure Jessie will 
never part with it !” 


Jessie ever 


Come, hurry Up ! 


You get the 
to Jessie while you are 


ff darted Mr. Paxon, and Bert hurried the 


in his bands, 


Very carefull 


leaving. 


“Correct!” he said, presently. 


ood-bye!” 


rs he tore it open. 


schemer read : 











“WHAT MEDICINES ARE MOsT 
CALLED FOR?” 


asked the reporter of an old druggist. 


“Dr. Pierce’s preparations,’ he replied. 
“They are sold under a positive guar- 
antee that they will, in every case, give 
satisfaction, or the money is promptly re- 
funded. His ‘Favorite Prescription,’ for all 
those chronic weaknesses, nervous and other 
derangements peculiar to women, is used with 
unfailing success. It cures weak back, bear- 
ing-down sensations, irregularities and weak- 
nesses common to the sex, and being the 
most perfect of tonic medicines builds up 
and strengthens the entire system. The de- 
mand for it is constant, and [ am conversant 
with scores of cases cured by it.” 

Returning after a few moments’ absence, 
the venerable wielder of the pestle remarked, 


“the number of sarsaparillas and other, so- 


called, ‘blood medicines’ is legion; but Dr. 
Pierce’s Golden Medical Discovery outsells 
them all and it is the = blood-purifier out 
of the many which I am obliged to keep upon 
my shelves, that is guaranteed to benefit or 
cure in all cases for which it is recommended, 
or money paid for it is refunded.” 

“Tn the line of Pills,’’ remarked the old gen- 
tleman, “the little Sugar-coated ‘ Pellets’ 
put up by Dr. Pierce lead all others, both in 
amount of sales and the general satisfaction 
they give my customers.’ 


Copyright, 1888, by WORLD’s Dis. MED. ASS’N. 


GH (QO) oFFERED 


“¥ for an incurable case of Ca- 
a tarrh in the Head by the 
epee of Dr. Sage’s Catarrh Remedy. B 
its mild, soothing and healing properties, it 
cures the worst cases, no matter of how long 


standing. By druggists, 50 cents. 

















ip git 
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He— Why, a prett can 


She—But it’s the 


last boxes on the wagon and rent it off just as 
the carriage drove up. 
were already seated when Mr. Paxon came 
round the corner, actually carrying the money 


y Bert counted it, the crisp 
notes for;five hundred dollars each, that repres- 
ented the exact sum that Tom had paid the 
rascally landlord for the house his widow was 


“There is 
ou can see the pict- 
The | 


Jessie and the boys 


A lopg 
inclosure, and half 


Young Maid—What is the best time to 
mens 
Old Maid— Whenever the man is willing. 


i | 
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They Would Get Her. 


river in Maine, when, t. 
the other was precipita 


on her return to the shore. 
tle cousin? at would you have done if Mr. 


Bri, hadn't saved her ? 
**Oh,” responded the little six-year-old, de- 


murely, “we'd have got her when the tide| ro 


went out.” 
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Fashionable Foldin 


SOLID ANTIQUE Ock 
Every householder is interested in this Common Sense 
Bed. Perfect ventilation, portable and entirely automatic. 
Prices—$14, $16 and #17 
H. P. DAVIES & €O., Sole Manufacturers 


207 Yonge Street 


FACING ALBERT STREFT 


SEVERAL YEARS AGO 


| took a Severe Cold and al- 
lowed it to settle on my lungs. 
My physician recommended 


HYDROLEING 


“HYDRATED OIL.” 


It made me a WELL MAN, and its continued 
use put TWENTY POUNDS of good solid 
flesh on me inside of 6 months. 


is Unequalled as a Flesh Producer. 
| 
| 











PALATABLE, TONIC, DIGESTIVE 
AND NUTRITIVE. 


Cae Bronchitis. 





Cures olds, an 

hronic Coughs, Wasting Diseases. 
Send 2c stamp for Dr. G. Overend Drewry’s 

valuable treatise, entitled “Consumption 


and Wasting Diseases,” to 


International Bridge, Ont. 
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FLORENCE 
KNITTING SILK 


This is now much used for fringe and for tassels, as its 
“‘ soft finish” :enders it superior to other silk for this pur- 
pose. It will not untwist and become frayed in wear. 

Those elegant costumes seen in the show rooms of our 
| leading merchants are often beautifully ‘‘ Feather stitchea ” 
by hand. Examination shows that the work is done with 
No. 300 F.orence Knitting Silk, thus secur.ng beauty, dura- 
biliity and economy. Every enterprising dealer sells it, 
but if your dealer does not have it in stock, send the price 
(75¢. per ource—38c. per bail) in postage stamps to 


Corticelli Silk Co., St. Johns, Que. 


and \-u will receive it by return post. 
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of four out of every five men she meets. 


She—Indeed, it's not ‘ ny th ' for a ‘irl to pet a hushent. 
e—Tn » not an easy poe. Bs 
that she wants.—Li/e. 


Two little girla were out in a row-boat on a 
rough the fault of one, 

into the water. She 
was saved with some difficulty by a gentleman 
who saw the accident. The other was chided 


* How ee be so careless with your lit- 









“Tis a Feat to Fit the Feet.” 


AN IMPOSSIBILITY IN MANY CASES, WHERE DEALERS SELL ONLY INFERIOR SHOES. 
THE ART OF FITTING THE FEET IS SIMPLE, PROVIDED YOU HAVE THE RIGHT KIND or 


SHOE TO BEGIN WITH. 


OUR IMPORTED ENGLISH SHOES ARE WONDERFULLY ADAPTABLE. 7HE PECULIAR SHAPE 
OF THE LASTS, THE SOFT TEXTURE OF THE LEATHER, ‘HE FLEXIBILI1Y CF 1HE ENTIRE SHOR, 
RENDER IT VERY EASY TO SECURE A PERFECT FIT FOR ALMOST ANY FOOT. 


Boots THAT FIT ARE ALWAYS SHAPELY; THEY WEAR LONGER, SECURE PERFECT COMFORT 


THE FEET, DO NOT WEAR OUT THE STOCKINGS, AND NEVER PRODUCE CORNS. 
EVERY MAN IN TORONTO WHO CAN AFFORD TO PAY $4 TO $6 


FOR A PAI OF SHOES OUGHT 


TO TRY ONE PAIR OF OUR ENGLISH SHOIS. HE'D PAY $10 FoR THE SECUND PAIR RATRER 


THAN WEAR ANY OTHER. 


STORE CLOSES AT 6:30 DURING WINTER MONTHS, 


THos. KENNEDY & Co. 
186 Yonge Street 


Reliable 


I have four flate, 26 x 100, well 
stocked with Bedro»m Suites, Din- 
ingroom Suites, Parlor Suites, Hall 
Racks, Tables, Book Cases, etc. , etc. 


Large Stock 


Fancy Furniture imported from 
Germany, England, France, United 
States, etc., in great variety at low- 
est possible pries. It will be a 
pleasure to see them. 


FURNITURE 


I make any style of Furniture to 
order at your own price. In Uphol- 
stering I carry a large stock of Cov- 
ering and Frames, and can supply 
anything. 


Prices Low 





| R. F. PIEPER § m ten en 
436 Yonge Street 


thing marked in plain figures. I 
pack for purchasers from the coun- 
try free of charge. 





Chatelaine Satchels are to be the 
fashion this Spring, and we have pro- 
cured a very cholee assortment of 
them ranging fronr${ to $5 each. | 

H. F. CLARKE & CO., 


SOLE AGENCY. 


TORONTO TEMP 
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J.S.POWLEY & 


fs 





105 King St. West 


Cc 
ETNESS 
ABILIT* 


68 KING ST. WEST. 


THOUSANDS OF BOTTLES 


SS 
' x When I say Cure I do not mean 
: merely to step them for a time, and then 


have them return again. | MEAN ARADICALCURE. I have made the disease 0: Fiis, 


Epilepsy or Fa 


Post Office. It costs you nothi 


M.C., Branch Office, i86 





ling Sickness a life-long study. re 
worst cases. Because others have failed is no reason for not now receiving a cure. 
once for a treatise and a Free Bottle of my infallible Remedy. 

for a trial, and it will cure 
EST ADELAIDE STREET, 


I warrant my remedy to Cure tie 
Send at 
Give Express and 
ou. Address :—H. G. ROOT, 
CRONTO. 











Sick Headache and relieve all the troubles inci. 
dent to a bilious state of the system, such as 
Dizziness, Nausea, Drowsiness, Distress after 
eating, Pain in the Side, &c. While their most 
remarkable success has been shown in curing 


Headache, yet Carrer’s Lirrie Liver Pius 
are equally valuable in Constipation, curing 
and preventing this annoying complaint, while 
they also correct all disorders of the stomach, 
stimulate the liver and regulate ‘he bowels. 
Even if they only cured 


HEA 


Ache they would be almost priceless to those 
who suffer from this distressing complaint; 
bu ir goodness does not end 


The Léetest Novels 
A LIFE’S REMORSE ae ° By The Duchess 


ARMINELL - * - By 8. Faring Gould 
* ASTARTE™ . . By Alfved Delvan 


Canadian‘ opyright Editione 
AT ALL BOOKSTORES 


THE NATIONAL PUBLISHING COMP’Y 


TORONTO 


SMITH & SHARPE 
DEALERS IN 
Photographers 
AND 
Amateur Equipments, Etchings and 
; Engravings 
aaa MADE TO ORDER 


159 Bay Street 
MEDIOAL BUILDING - TORONTO 


Materials 
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THE Toronto SATURDAY NIGHT 








@DMUND BE. SHEPPARD - -_ Editor. 








SATURDAY NIGHT is a twelve-page, handsomely illus- 
trated paper, published weekly and devoted to ite readers. 


Office, 9 Adelaide Street West, Toronto. 
TELEPHONE No. 1709. 


Subscriptions will be received on the following terms : 


Gene WORE co ccccccsccsccccccvccccccece 82 00 
Wise MEO 60 cc cccccccccccccsvccces 1 60 
Three Months ............seeeee eecce 5O 


No subscription taken for less than three months. 
Advertising rates made known on application at the busi- 
e@ees office. 
HE SHEPPARD PUBLISHING OO. (Lo«rsap), Proprietors 
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Music. 
The first concert of this, season given by 
Torrington’s orchestra took place on Thursday 
evening of last week at the Pavilion beforea 
large audience. The programme was a distinct 
_ Step in advance, as several important novelties 
were included, chief among which were Bee- 
thoven’s Egmont overture, the finale from 
Jadassohn’s Serenade, op. 47, a violoncello con- 
certo by Piatti, and Weber's concertstueck, 
which I believe received its first performance 
in Toronto with full orchestra on this occasion. 
The composition of the orchestra has gradu- 
ally been changing during the last few years, 
and the change is in many instances for 
the better. The wind departments are very 
much better than heretofore as far as intona- 
tion is concerned, and now leave little to be 
desired in this respect ; but there is still much 
room for improvement in phrasing and in the 
finer work which goes to produce an artistic 
rendition, The celli also show a great change 
for the better. But the violins are still 
**ribbony” and wide in their intonation, and 
this defect in the most important department 
of an orchestra mars the otherwise excellent 
intonation. Thorough rehearsals had evidently 
been insisted upon, for the certainty of attack 
and fidelity to the conductor's tempo which 
was shown the whole evening could only be 
arrived at by faithful and _ conscientious 
practice. 


* 
The cuncert was opened with the Poet and 
Peasant overture, and I must take exception 


octettes sung by seven voices only, but as the 
quartettes were rarely divided in their parts, 
it did not much matter, as far as the 
harmony was concerrfed. The young ladies 
sang together beautifully and kept together in 
the most vared rubato. This vagary of tempo 
was one of the chiet charms of their singing. 
Their intonation was perfect, and they were 
not afraid to give effect to the strongest con- 
trasts of light gnd shade: They gave evidence 
of the most carefal and thorough training in 
ensemble work. The individual voices all 
appeared to be fine. Miss Amelia Heden, the 
contralto, has a voice like a baritone, rich and 
resonant on the lower notes, which, I am 
told, extends to C, the low, ow C, equivaient to 
C on ,the seeond ‘space of the bass clef! The 
leader of the party was Miss Agnes Staberg, 
who had a very sweet and pleasing voice, 
a trifle veiled in the upper notes. It was true 
and certain in pitch and scale, and her pretty, 
vivacious face was good to look at when she 
led and smiled at her sister artists, Mr, Mel- 
vin R. Day recited some humorous selections 
which were well rendered, even if they had an 
ancient ana salt-like flavor. 
* 

The Catholic Celtic League gave a concert on 
Monday evening in St. Andrew's Hall which 
was largely attended. The performers were 
Miss Annie Memory, Miss Agnes Law, Mr. F. 
Warrington and Mr. Sim; Richards, all of 
whom met with well-merited applause. 


A service of sacred song will be held in the 
Jarvis Street Baptist Church on Thursday 
evening of next week. The choir on this 
occasion will be assisted by Miss May Donnelly, 
soprano, and Messrs. Ernst Mahr, cello, and 
Robert Mahr, violin. The programme will con- 
sist of solos, choruses, organ solos, etc., from 
the works of Guilmant, Costa, Handel, Rhein- 
berger, Rubenstein, Beethoven, etc. 


Miss Birdie McKeown, daughter of Mrs. D. 
McKeown, 85 McCaul street, formerly pupil of 
the Conservatory of Boston, has been appointed 
leading soloist of what is known as the Brick 
Church, Rochester. 

The Philharmonic Society’s miscellaneous 


Wagner concert will take piace on Thursday, 
April 24. METRONOME. 








The Drama. 


The newest things we have had in theatricals 


Baby, filled the latter half of last week at the | sible to find it. It advocates the printing of 
the programme, alone, on neat cards. This}. 
reform should be adopted if for no other reason 
than that it would foil the fiends who drive 
people crazy by rattling their papers during 
the most exciting scenes. 


Grand. Kate Claxton and Charles A. Steven- 
son took the leading parts. This was Miss 
Claxton’s first appearance here in the character 
of Helen Grace. Mr. Charles Garthorne’s Cap- 
tain Lucy was much admired. Little May Dur- 
gan played Mignon very cleverly. The play 
was very well patronized, 
. * 

Jim the Penman was fairly well patronized 
at the Grand during its short stay this week. 
This play has traveled so much and has been so 
written about during the past few years that 
everyone who takes any interest in matters 
theatrical is acquainted with it. Its great suc- 
cess and the verdicts of the“most eminent 
critics place it in the front rank of modern 
plays. Many people who went to renew their 
acquaintance with this old favorite were some- 
what disappointed at the company which pre- 
sented it this time. Memories of old time per- 
formances will not down, nomatter how hard a 
person may strive to keep them so. Dramatic 

criticism is perhaps more than any other com- 
parative, and seeing the performance of a play 
by a first-class company-has a powerful effect 
in determining our verdict on the acting uf any 
other people we may see in the same roles, 
Jim the Penman is a play which, more than 
most other plays, requires an efficient cast of 
players. Its most powerful situation depends 
entirely on its success for pantomimic action 
and facial expression. That is where Nina dis- 
covers the true character of her husband. 
Very few who saw this supreme climax played 
by Miss May Brookyn two years ago will have 
forgotten the painful intensity of feeling with 
which they watched its realization. They also 
remember the “‘ bad Baron” of Harry Eytinge. 
These impersonations remain latent in our 
minds and consciously or unconsciously we call 
them up to compare with them the work of al! 
other players of the same parts. The ablest 
work done in the company which played here 
this week was that of Mr. Joseph Whiting as 
James Ralston. Charles Kent has changed the 
German baron to a French baron, but he fails 
utterly to infuse into it the unctuous rascality 
which made that of his predecessor so famous. 
The Captain Redwood of Mr. Travers would be 
improved if Mr. Travers would learn to talk 
with an English instead of a United States 
accent. Miss Eilie Wilton took the lighter 
parts of Nina very cleverly, but fell tar short of 
grasping the stronger emotional parts. The 
remainder of the cast was only fair. 

a 


Glancing carelessly through a two-year-old | 
file of SaturDAY Niext the other day I found. 
**Mary Anderson has 
formally acknowledged her engagersnt to 
young Mr. Beckwith, the London dry-goods 
merchant and the wedding has been definitely 
fixed for May of next year.” Last week’s 
Theater Magizine says: “A private letter 
from Mary Anderson plainly states her in- 
tended marriage to young Mr, Navarro of New 
York.” There seems to be a delightful uncer- 
tainty about Mary’s engagements, even when 
formally acknowledged. 


It has been estimated that the Kendals will 
make about $200,000 out of their American 
tour. As they intend, however, to spend a day 
or two ‘‘doing” Niagara Falls before starting 
for England they will probably escape with 
After all this is not bad wages 
It is reported that the Kendals 
were the only English players who came to 
America this season that made money. Wynd- 
ham and Mary Moore, Millward and Terris and 
all the rest of-them went home with empty 
pockets. It is too bad that we did not have an 
opportunity of seeing Wyndham in Toronto, 
His David Garrick would certainly have cap- 
tured the town. 


On Monday evening the students of St. 
Michael’s College gave a dramatic entertain- 
ment which was thoroughly enjoyed by the 
large audience present. The play was a two- 
act drama entitled The Hidden Gem, by Cardi: 
The dramatis personae were 
Mr. George P. 
Murphy; Alexius, Mr. W. J. Hourigan ; Ca- 
rinus, Master V. Murphy ; Proculus, Mr. John 
O'Neill ; Eusebius, Mr. M. McGuire ; Bibulus, 
Mr. P. McLiughlin ; Davus, Mr. J. R. Coty; 
Ursulus, Mr. M. J. Murphy; Verna, Mr. C. J, 
Phelan ; Gaanio, Mr. F. J. Hussey ; Imperial 
Chamberlain, Mr. P. O'Leary; Officer, Mr. 
M. E. Loftus; First Robber, Mr. R. Christo- 
pher ; Second Robber, Mr. F. Doyle. The piece 
was well staged and the performance through- 
out did credit to the amateur talent taking 


the following notice: 


about $150,000, 
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Church Talks. 











































to the extremely fast tempo at which Mr. Tor- 
rington took it, contrary to all precedent, and 
to the extinction of many beauties of this little 
gem. The Egmont overture was played with 
certainty and precision, though as in its com- 
panion, there was little pretence at shading or 
phrasing. A decidedly pleasing number was 
the Jadassohn serenade, full of brilliancy and 
sparkle, without the incroduction of any mere- 
tricious effects. It is adelightfully sunny piece, 
showing both melodious and harmonic richness, 
combined with happy orchestral coloring. Mrs. 
Blackstock’s brilliant waltz, A Starry Night, 
afforded Mr. Torrington a congenial diver- 


sion, and its clever arrangement by Mr. H. L 


Clarke was conducted and played con amore 
by all concerned. Equally pleasing was the 
Keler Bela waltz, Glacier Garden, which closed 
the concert, A really effective rendering of the 
Pilgrims’ Chorus from Tannhzuser was given, 
the strings appearing at their best in this num- 


ber, while the wind was uniformly excellent. 


One effect, however, was lost, that of the little 
fingering over the triplets, which makes the 


trombone passages so effective when properly 
played. 


Mr. Harry M. Field gave a bright, genial and 
expressive rendering of the Concertstueck, 
and [ think be appeared to better advantage 
than in any previous performance in Toronto. 
He played with spirit and freedom, phrased 
beautifully and was not afraid to impress his 
interpretation upon his surroundings. Mr. 
Torrington gave him able and self-effac- 
fing support, and was splendidly fol- 
lowed by the orchestra. Altogether this 
was the best performed selection on 
the programme, and refiected the greatest 
‘credit on all concerned. I would suggest that, 
‘at the next performance of a concerto, the 
piano be placed in its proper position, in the 
middie of the orchestra, so that soloist and 
conductor are in sight of each other. This 
arrangement would prevent the necessity of 
the soloist giving anxious looks out of the 
back of his head as it were. The violoncello 
concerto played by Mr. Mahr wasa fine com- 
position, well scored and was very effectively 
rendered by that gentleman. He has unlimited 
facility of execution, and what his tone lacks 
in force and power it makes up in sweetness. 


Two young pupils of Mr. Torrington, Miss 
Mortimer and Miss Kate Ryan, gave vocal selee-. 
tions with orchestral accompaniment. The 
former is evidently a debutante, and has a sweet 
woice, which will no doubt be much improved 
as study and enlargement of method increase 
*hercapabilities, Miss Kate Ryan sang very well 
‘indeed, better than I have yet heard her per- 
¥Yorm. Altogethertheconcert was & very pleasing 
‘one, and the audience was warm in spoken ap- 
proval—warmer in this respect than one would 
at first suppose from the measure of applause. 
The general public would be even more 
practical in its demonstrations of approval if 
these concerts were given oftener. Two a 
season are too few, and the interval between 
them is so great that the good impression 
created by one concert is lost and forgotten 
before the other takes place—hence one never 
advertises its successor. Mr. Torrington de- 
serves credit for his indefatigable labors to 
keep up this organization, and the guarantors 
who made these labors possible also deserve 
praise. The next concert will take place in 
May, and I hope to see it as good as this one, 
with the addition of more attention to the 
artistic features of a performance. 

The fair Swedes have come, been seen and 
have conquered. They gave three concerts at 
the Pavilion on Friday and Saturday last. I 
was not fortunate enough to hear any but the 
matinee, whereby I missed what I have been 
assured was agreat treat, the hearing of Miss 
Elizabeth Bruse, one of the altos, who has a fine 
voice, fine style and sings well. As this lady 
was not present at the matinee, I heard the 















during the past week have dveon The Runaway 
Wife and The Canuck at the Academy of 
Music. I was unable to see the latter play 
in time to give an extended notice here this 
week. Judging from {the title it should be of 
unusual interest to us people in the northern 
part of the continent, even if we do feel in- 
clined to resent slightly the slang term used 
to denote our nationality. It may be the pre- 
lude to the Canadian national drama which I 
wrote about last week. If it deserves it, it will 
receive further consideration anon. In the 
meantime let us turn our attention to The 


Runaway Wife. 


view, rather unfortunate. Poems of everyday 


life are found to be most often of that kind 


which have been pithily described by some 
person or persons unknown as “prose sawed 


into stove lengths.” From a critic’s point of 
view the announcement does not hit the play 


off badly. Arthur Eastman, a young American 
artist, is represented as having married an 
English lady of rank. He is encumbered with 
debt and by working too hard loses his sight. 
This deprivation forces them to live with East- 
man’s sister-in-law, a widow who lives ona 
Pennsylvania farm and has ashrewish tem- 
per. The artist’s wife is followed about 
against her will by a former lover of her’s, 
Hon. Talbot Vane, of whom E:stman is jeal- 
ous. This fact is used by the shrewish sister- 
in-law to separate the wife from her blind 
husband. Their little son remains with 
the husband. There is a lapse of fif- 
teen years, after which the little son, now a 
famous young artist, appears in England in the 
drawing-room of Lord Charnleigh, formerly 
Hon. Talbot Vane. He is accompanied by his 
father. Lady Charnleigh is none other than 
the wife of the blind artist, who, believing her 
husband and son to be dead, had married her 
former lover. Then trouble ensues. It is dis- 
sipated, however, by a providential removal of 
Lord Charnleigh through having his neck 
broken in riding a steeplechase. The blind 
husband is brought to understand that be and 
his wife had been separated by treachery. The 
family doctor performs a successful operation 
on his eyes and his wife and his sight are 
restored to him together, The play is not with- 
out a large element of romance. From the 
skeleton of the play I have just given one can 
easily understand that these things do not 
often occur in everyday life—not even in its 
poetry. English ladies with titles are not in 
the habit of marrying struggling American 
artists and having to submit to the cowherd 
domination of a virago on a Pennsylvania 
farm. I am not a stickier for realism in drama, 
but as this is neither a children’s story or a 
fairy tale, a tarce or a fantasy, why should 
it transcend legitimate bounds? It is simply 
a case of the liberty of the romancist 
overleaping itself. In this play the characteri- 
zation is better than the plot, although the 
players did not carry it out very carefully in 
their make-up. They made little or no allow- 
ance for the lapse of time. Mr. McKee Rankin 
is eminently unfitted for the role of Arthur 
Eastman, the artist, He is far too robust for 
such a romantic character. His presentation 
lacked the delicacy and depth of feeling and all 
the tender touches that such a part requires, 
Miss Mabel Bert gave a very careful and pleas- 
ing performance of the part of Lady Alice, 
Miss Lorena Atwood was sprightly and viva- 
cious as leading juvenile lady. Mr. Charles P. 
Wyngate took the part of the young artist very 
cleverly. This young man gives promise of 
good work, Miss Annie Wood was excellent 
as the flery widow. 


That pretty little domestic drama, Bootles, 





















The bill of the play describes The Runaway 
Wife as “‘astrong, romantic story, by McKee 
Rankin and Fred G. Maeder, universally pro- 
nounced by press and public as a poem of 
everyday life.” The latter part of this an- 
nouncement is, from an advertiser's point of 


Mr. Thomas W. Keene began a short engage- 
ment at the Grand Opera House on Thursday 
evening. Mr. Keene is a great favorite in 
Toronto and his performances are invariably 
well attended. He appeared this time in Louis 
XI, a character made famous by Henry Irving. 
It is a favorite character with Keene and many 
American critics prefer his playing of it to that 
of the more renowned Englishman. This 
(Saturday) afternoon and evening he plays the 


Merchant of Venice and Richard III. 





play Across the Continent. 





At the Grand Opera House on Monday even- 


ing the young and handsome Irish comedian 
and vocalist, W. J. Scanlan, will begin a three 
nights’ engagement, presenting his latest and 


most successful Irish play Myles Aroon, writ- 
ten by George H. Jessop and Horace Town- 
send. Since Mr. S:anlan's last appearance 
here he has played a twelve w2eks’ engage- 
ment in England, Ireland and Scotland, secur- 
ing favorable endorsements of both press and 
public, closing in Dublin one of the most nota- 
able engagements ever played by an actor in 
that city. Myles Aroon is in four acts, and 
the red-coated soldier and strong-hearted land- 
lord are conspicuous by their absence. The 
story is domestic in character, and is said to 
be highly interesting and entertaining. The 
piece will be given an elaborate production 
with new scenery by Schaeffer, Maeder and 
Charles Witham, costumes and properties. 
Mr. Scanlan will sing the following new and 
original songs, written and composed by him- 
self for this play: You andI Love, My Maggie, 
Live, My Love, oh Live, Swing Song, and in 
the last act will introduce his widely known 
and always popular Peek-a-Boo. 





On Monday evening next, March 24, the bril- 
liant actress and charming woman, Miss Agnes 
Herndon, will appear at the Academy of Music, 
in her new and successful play entitled, La 
Belle Marie, or, A Woman’s Revenge, in which 
Miss Herndon will assume the dual role of Jean 
Engleside, the trusting and betrayed country 
girl, and Marie Du Bois, the avenging woman, 
in which [character Miss Herndon has reaped 
the highest praise from both press and public, 
The New York World says: ‘Miss Herndon 
is a talented actress. She possesses a command- 
ing presence, has a deep, sonorous voice, which 
is under perfect control and finely modulated, 
and is skilled in the arts and suggestions of 
the facial expressions. She has a thorough 
conception of her role, whether in raillery or 
badinage, or denunciation, or coquetry, or the 
lovable innocence and amiability which is re- 
vealed in the opening scene of the play, or in 
the exquisite and tender pathos of her expres- 
sion in the scene in which she receives the 
locket of her dead mother. In all these vary- 
ing phases she produced.an instantaneous effect 
upon the audience. Miss Herndon’s acting 
achieved an impression of great favor, which 
grew more decided as the action progressed.” 





DRAMATIC NOTES, 

Thomas R. Keene’s real name is Thomas R. 
Eagleson. 

Miss May Brookyn who played here in Jim 
the Penman is now playing in the company of 
Salvini, the great Italian tragedian. 

The New York Mirror is crying out against 
the present system of printing play-bille with 
the cast of the players buried in a heap of 
advertising matter so that it is almost impos- 



















Lester & Williams’ London Specialty Com- 
pany have drawn crowded houses at Jacobs 
& Sparrow's this week. This company has 
been much ithproved since last season and its 
programme now embraces some clever special- 
ties. Among them are Stedman's performing 
dogs, the sisters Coulson, Harry LaRosse, club 
swinger, Gallagher & West, gag artists, Jutau 
on the trapeze, and Bob Slaven of minstrel 
fame. Next week the attraction at this house 
will be Oliver Doud Byron in his well-known 


its furnishings are pleasant ones. 


commendable. 


The chancel, while rich, did not please me. 
Its windows gave too much light from too 
many colors to excite admiration. It rather 


tired one’s eyes, 


Episcopalians are, I believe, noted for regu- 
lar attendance at morning services. In that 
respect I think they justly enjoy a better repu- 
tation than do the members of other denomina- 
tions. The pew-ends opposite me were occu- 
pied in almost every instance by men—evi- 
dently the heads of families. In fact the con- 
gregation in general showed a goodly number 


of fathers, brothers and uncles, 
It has been a matter of guess-work with me 


as to why Mrs, Busy-all-the-week should con- 


sider it her duty and privilege to attend morn- 
ing service, while in many cases her spouse 


comfortably dozes at home in his dressing- 
gown and slippers. That he does is a well- 


known fact to many pastors. 


The excusing individual will tell one about 
his “‘ business cares all week.” That does not 
satisfy me, for the cares that trouble and worry 
one are spirited away when one enters into the 


service of any church with heart as well as 


lips. Church is just the place to go when life is 
tangled. Business sinks down out of sight 


and ken, while nobler, better thoughts sit in 
the soul’s high places, 
For the part which the individual takes in 


the service [admire the Episcopalian form of 


worship. Printed prayers the petitions cer- 


tainly are, but heartfelt words they may be if 


the worshipper so wills. 
The sermon was delivered by Provost Body. 
It was designed to be consolatory to those, who, 


in acting upon the advice given by him ina 


preceding sermon, had met disappointment in 
their search after a better method of life. His 
words were well chosen, the genuine feeling 
with which they were delivered moving several 
members of the congregation to teare. He 
urged upon his people the necessity of earnest- 
ness, energy and perseverance. 

Each proposition was emphasized with a 
decided movement of thehead, This energetic 
motion is a very striking mannerism, and one 
not altogether unpleasant. It bespeaks a con- 
sciousness of the statement’s truth and doubles 
the force of the words. 

I liked this clergyman’s voice. It was res- 
onant, without being a laborious chest-pro- 
duction, but the enunciation was occasionally 
rather indistinct. The modulation was most 
effective, the voice descending at times to a 
tone so gentle yet so intense that an electrical 
current of sympathy was established between 
pulpit and pew, 

I wonder if, after all, that low voice which is 
a “most excellent thing in woman,” is not 
quite as pleasing when it comes to us from 
bearded 


Sermon, music, surroundings were helpful, 
inspiring and delightful. 

The organ’s voice lent strength to the re- 
sponsive petition: ‘‘ Lord have mercy upon us, 
and incline our hearts to keep this law.” 

Of all the service, this music-measured prayer, 
which followed each commandment, held for 
me the greatest charm. ETELKA, 


St. Peter's Church looked inviting on that 
bright Sunday morning which came to us two 
weeks ago. I had been chasing a lost ten min- 
utes and drew a breath of relief when I found 
myself atthedoor. The service had just begun, 
and I followed an usher up the aisle, entered 
the designated pew, and was promptly shut in, 


My impressions of that house of worship and 


An unusual quantity of blue enters into the 
color scheme of the decorative work, giving the 
interior an uncommon and light effect, The 
organ pipes and a part of the wall ornamenta- 
tion shows toned blue picked out with gold, 
The carpet and the upholstering are crimson, 
creating the desirable warmth of tone, while 
the variation from the regular color routine is 


















































































Man Wants But Little. 


Por Saturday Night, 
Tis not for gold, or bonds, or stocks 
My heart is ever craving ; 
Nor do I long to pags through life 
In miser meanness, saving. 


The siren Fame, with sweetest song, 
Fails not some fools of teupting ; 
Shall I be found, from purpose strong, 

For such, my brains exempting ? 


The “ midnight oil” shail ne’er be seen 
Upon my table burning ; 

No fond desire hag been mine 
To scale the walls of learning. 


No youthful love has ever come 
My heart's recesses filling— 

With incense of tho e dreamy days 
My pulses eweetly thrilling. 


From such vain weaknesses as these 
I lose no time in turning— 
My stern lot forces me to be 
For free lunch counters yearning. —wW. 


My Lady Coquette. 


Por Saturday Night. 
A suitor came to a lady bright 
And wooed her on bended knee, 
“*T have honor and worth and a brave man’s might 
And love and a life for thee.” 


She spoke him soft, and she smiled sweet smiles, 
And she gave him her flower to wear, 

And sent him a quest of weary miles 
And named his name in her prayer. 


Till he said at last, “‘ Sweetheart, sweetheart, 
I have served thee long and well, 

And the time has come when we sh Il not part 
Till the day of the toiling bell.” 





“‘Tam sorry, my knight,” the sweet voice said, 
“ You have failed to understand, 
Our friendship was not of a kind to wed. 
I have promised ancther my haud.” 


Her lover laughed such a bitter laugh 
She almost feared she was wrong, 

And wondered a moment of grain and chaff 
Was the difference very strong. 


But he thought, “‘ What pity the queen I chose 
For the castle I built in Spaia 
Was the poorest creature the whole world knows, 
The vainest of all things vain.” 
Aubert E. 8. Smyrus. 


Leander. 


There is no sweeter thing, I hold, than this, 

To swim the Hellespont for Hero’s kiss ; 

Dark surgings of the sea affright me not, 

Nor shrink I when the el.ments do plot 

A briny grave for me. I see afar 

The love-torch, flaring like a fitful star, 

She keeps ablaze for me. Nightly to rest 

Upon her small, sweet bosom do I breast 

The thund’riry terrors of the traitorous deep! 
What matters danger to the joys I reap 

When, dripp'ng from the foam and brine im peazled, 
I feel her ardent arms around me curled ? 

What matters all the sickening sights I see, 

The dreadful demons quick pursuing me, 

The ghastiy warning of the bleaching bones 

Of shipwrecked mariners? Her kiss atones 

For terror, and her winsome words of love 

Would recompense me for the wrath of Jove! 

My Hero! o'er the waters where her rocks arise, 
Meseems I see the great, glad, golden eyes 
Strained seaward with a dear, desireful gaze, 

The while she with a tender fervor prays 

That gods propitious to our p.ssion prove, 

Nor snatch from us our sweetened draught of love! 
My Hero! live my pulses leap and warm 

To cruth in my embrace her willowy fori ! 

Not e’en can fosm-born Aphrodite show 

Such sweet, clean curves and shapely sides, I trow ! 
Tempestuous tides! What care I for your roar? 
My love awaits me on the farther shore ! - 
Oh ! breakers, creeping up in clamorous crowds, 

I do defy your prophecy of shrouds 

And funeral dirges chanted o’er the dead ! 
Oh ! ye great gracious gods ! let me be led 
Safe thro’ the swirling seas to Hero's feet, 
There to receive love’s guerdon soft and sweet ! 
My bosom bounds to feel our m *etiog hiss, 
Our deep contentment and our languid bliss— 
Farewell to fear! 1 leap into the wave, 

To swim to Hero, or to find a grave ! 

Susi M. Bust. 


Memories. 





They never will read it in this sad face, 

How I came at last to my Lady's grace ; 

If they saw my heart they would hardly know, 
It lies so close and lurks 80 low : 


So womanly went she, so gladsome and good, 
The charm of her never was understood ; 

Till [—for whom was the secret fine— 

Found her, and wooed her, and won her for mine. 


She knows—she only! how slow and sweet 

My love grew up from the palms of her feet, 
From low at her foot to high cn her brow, 
From Dear—and Dearer—to Dearest—till now, 


There is none of her—none—that I may not love, 
Beauty of earth, or bright epirit above ; 
But only the angels and Fanny know 


Why, living and dying, I iove her so. 
Eowis ARNOLD. 





When My Dreams Come True. 





When my dreams come true—when my dreams come true— 

Shall I lean from out my casement in the starlight and the 
dew, 

To listen—smile and listen—to the tinkle of the strings 

Of the sweet guitar my lover's fingers fondle as he sings? 

And as the nude moon slowly, slowly shoulders into view, 

Shall I vanish from his vision, when my dreame come true? 


When my dreams come true—ehall the simple gown I wear, 
Be changed to softest satin, and my maiden braided hair 
Be raveled into flossy mists of rarest, fairest gold, 

To be minted into kisses, more than any heart can hold ? 
Or ‘the summer of my tresses” shall my lover liken to 

«‘ The fervor of his passion ”—when my dreams come true? 


When my dreams come true—I shall bide amoog the 
sheaves 

Of happy harvest meadows, and the grasees and the leaves, 

Shall I lift and lean between me and the splendor of 
the sun, 

Till the moon swoone into twilight; the gleaner’s work is 
done— 

Save that yet an arm shall bind me, even as the reapers do 

The meanest sheaf of harvest—when my dreams come true? 


When my dreams come true—when my dreams come true! 
Trae love in all sumplicity is fresh and pure as dew— 
The blossom in the blackest mold is kindlier to the eye 
Than any lily born of pride that blossoms against the sky, 
And 0 it is know my heart will giadly weloome you, 
My Jowliest of lovers, when my @reams come true, 

James Wurrcoms Ruuay. 
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Noted People. 





Mrs. Samuel Clemens, Mark Twain's wife, 


has writen & book under-a fictitious name. 

George Kennan’s Siberian papers have been 
translated into Russian by a society in France, 
for the benefit of the Nibilist fund, 


The German Emperor is exceedingly fond of , 


playing chess. King Humbert of Italy likes a 
game of draughts.. Czar Alexander has a 
predilection for backgammon. King William 
of Holland willingly plays piquet. 

Charlotte Yonge, the English authoress, 
speaking toa Virginia lady of American writ- 
ers, says that she considers Louisa Alcott’s 
books the best that have ever been written in 
this country for young people. 

W. W. Astor now thoroughly appreciates the 
fact that he is now head of the house, and he 
will be Willie Waldorf no longer. One of the 
first things he did was to order a supply of 
visiting cards simply inscribed, ‘‘ Mr. Astor.” 


Edgar Bellamy was recently descanting on 
the poverty of Europe. When asked if he im- 
pibed his socialistic ideas in Germany, he an- 
swered with a mirthful glance, that the only 
thing he had learned to imbibe in Germany was 


beer. 

Madame Tacon, the governess of the King of 
Spain, has received the title of Countess of 
Peralta for her devotion to her little pupil dur- 
ing his recent illness, She is seventy years old 
and has been in the royal fatnily of Spain for 
thirty-five years, 

It is said that Richard D. Blackmore, author 
of Lorna Doone, is a most uncomplaining gar- 
dener. He loses annually over his hobby a 
great portion of his literary gains. That re- 
minds one of Beecher’s heartfelt statement 
that ‘it costs money to farm.” 

Sir John Swinburne complains in a gay way 
that upon being introduced to any one, the 
firet question invariably is: ‘‘ Are you related 
to Algernon Swinburne, the poet?” Then the 
baronet replies gravely, with a mischievous 
twinkle of the eye, “‘ Bless your soul, I am the 
head of the Swinburne family, and he is related 
to me, don’t you know.” 

A sister-in-law of Frank Stockton, who is a 
missionary to India, was called upon to fill a 
position temporarily vacated by an English 
teacher in a female school in Siam. In some 
way the Siamese girls heard of her connection 
with the novelist, and were electrified by the 
information. Surrounding her en masse they 
exclaimed: ‘* Now we shall find out whether it 
was the lady or the tiger!” 

Alexander Dumas, bald-headed, florid-faced 
and sixty-six, haz a full-grown horror of to- 
bacco and disorder. Dame Gossip says that he 
devotes a considerable portion of each Sunday 
morning to a clearing-up of his sanctum, Fur- 
thermore, it is averred that upon these occa- 
sions the worthy geatleman divests himself of 
his coat and wages war with dust, armed with 
a large feather duster. 


Mr, Arthur Balfour, the Irish Secretary, is 
reported to be engaged to Miss Margot Ten- 
nant, the daughter of the enormously wealthy 
baronet of that name. Miss Tennant is one of 
the most popular and clever girls in London, 
She is an immense favorite of both Mr. Glad- 
stone and Lord Tennyson and accompanied 
them on their yachting trip to Sweden and 
Denmark a few years ago. 


Dr. Susan B, Edson recalls some interesting 
incidents in her life as an army nurse. Upon 
one occasion she took it upon herself to dictate 
to offizers, but she saved a life. General O. O. 
Howard had undergone the amputation of an 
arm. People flocked to see him, and Dr, Edson, 
the nurse, detailed a sergeant to stand guard 
and allow no one toenter. ‘‘ We have secured 
him from the enemy, now save him from his 
friends,” she said, Her plan was adopted, and 
the general recovered. 


Mrs, Letitia Semple, daughter of President 
Tyler, lives now in the Louise Home in Wash- 
ington. She is a southern woman, and still 
expresses without hesitation her love for the 
south. In 1843 Mrs. Semple was the beauty of 
Washington, and a portrait painted then justi- 
files the assertion. She is old now, white- 
haired and delicate, ending her days in a quiet 
‘home, in the same city where she once reigned 
as the White House belle, 


The King of the Belgians has ordered a mag- 
nificent casket, which he intends to present to 
Mr. Stanley on the latter's arrival in Brussels. 
Several of the most expert workmen in Bel- 
gium are now engaged on it. Its lid bearsa 
medallion portrait of the explorer, surrounded 
with precious stones and elaborate chasing. 
The casket is to contain the Grand Cordon of 
the Order of Leopold, which Mr. Stanley will 
be invited te wear at one of the numerous fetes 
‘to be given in his honor. 


The youngest daughter of the Emperor and 
Empress of Austria, the Archduchess Valerie, 
‘is a rival of “Carmen Sylva,” Queen of Rou- 
mania, asa royal poetess. This beautiful and 
accomplished princess, who has endeared her- 
self to both Austrians and Hungarians by her 
literary talent, her devotion to her parents, her 
‘Kindness, graciousness and generosity, is little 


More than twenty years of age, and has ; 


Written a volume of poems remarkable for 
deep poetic feeling, conception and expression. 


Miss Julia Shreiner, the new beauty of New 
York fashionable society, is a niece of the late 
William Culien Bryant. Her father was a 

‘German merchant there, but she has spent 
most of her life in Paris. She is an accom- 
plished young woman, who paints well, sings 
Well, embroiders well, and speaks several mod- 
ern languages, She is six feet tall and beauti- 
fully proportioned, and the Prince of Wales is 
uoted as saying that Miss Schreiner is the 


most distinguished American woman he has 
ever met, 


om Countess Waldersee, who was a Miss 
ta of New York, is now ‘the first lady at the 
GermaniQourt, Her husband is nearly related 
= the young emperor, who, with his wife, is 
7 evoted to the beautifal American. She lives 

n great ‘state in the palace adjoining Von 
Moltke's, but her personal tastes are severely 
apie, At home she always wears cashmeres 
+ oe quality, but made absolute’y without 
ada snd. Sotiovah cule by linen collars 
‘sizes her beauty and distinction. 











































Bananaland,-- No. 5. 


‘AVE yor ever 
lived “down 
South.” No. Then 

Nassau, with 

its superabun- 
) dant colored 
‘ population 
will impress 
{ itself on you 
48 a place 
where the in- 
harmonious 
coon fills altc- 
gether too 
| much of your 

eye. The col- 

ored man and 

female is 

everywhere 
raggedly, politely obtrusive. He offers to sell 
you flowers in front of the hotel, to take you 
boating, buggy-riding, bug-hunting, shell fish- 
ing, shark harpooning, crab catching, cocoanut 
climbing, orange getting, pineapple exploring, 
banana procuring or to take you in quest of 
any and everything on the coral limestone 
earth adjacent to the hotel. You can go on 
horseback, be shaken up in a buggy or afoot, so 
long as you engage a darky it is legitimate; 
but if you ignore him you are anathema and in 
two weeks you may take the steamer and 
move on without hearing his blessing, 

In front of the main entrance of the hotel 
the colored man and brother and sister gather 
in great shape. They have everything for sale 
which the industry or natural history of the 
island produces: evil-smelling star and conch 
shells, embroidery, insertion, polished turtle 
shells, baskets, canes, sponges, coral, shark’s 
vertibrae, etc, They are rot clamorous, the cli- 
mate is too enervating for that, they are 
simply patient and pathetic. Wearily they 
change from one foot to the other and watch 
you with duil, dark eyes until you feel the 
with-holding of your last dollar from them is 
heartless and sinful. Oranges and grape fruit 
are occasionally pressed upon you by sultry 
looking dames who lowly murmur that they 
have walked six miles from Fox Hill, after 
doing the chores, feeding seven babies, with 
the big basket on their head and many stone- 
bruises on their feet. The plaint is touching 
and the oranges bright, so you buy some at 
prices which will be reduced fifty per cent. to- 
morrow. The flowers too are lovely—— 

But talking about flowers, the roses of Ba- 









** Ise gettiu’ old and weary 
An’ life aint gay no m»’,” 
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nanaland are gorgeous, Their odor though is 
disappointing. I bought a basket one day for 
two shillings, and a more brilliant bouquet 
I never saw. When I smelled them 
there was nothing but a faint per- 
fume, and what do you think it was 
like. Were you born on a farm? No. Then 
I'm sorry for you. Half the worth of be- 
ing a Canadian is iu knowing something of the 
sweets of nature, Those roses smelled just 
like a basket of newly-picked raspberries—not 
the big pulpy things which grow in the gar- 
dens, but the sweet little berries of the fence- 
corners, the slashing and the woods. The per- 
fume, like that of the pines, made me homesick. 
As I sat in front of the hotel with my bunch of 
flowers, Isaw in the mist of loving memory the 
half-cleared fallow, the rough pasture field, the 
stumpy meadow and the burnt lands of my 
boyhood. I smelled again the blossom and fruit 
of the raspberry and saw the bushes trom 
which it was so hard to gather then. Back to 
me, as I sat crippled and lonesome, came the 
gay days when we went berrying, those sweet 
hours when with dish in hand we rivalled each 
other in filling the “patent pail” or ten quart 
tin. The lunches on the grass, the brindle 
steer which ate up all the berries I had 
picked in a hard day’s work and which 
I pursued with a club till I fell breath- 
less with running and rage; the rides home at 
night with laughter and boastings; all the 
small senseless things which made boyhood so 
much happier than the more thoughtful years ; 
they all came back with the odor of those 
roses and filled the lonesome hours of waiting 
for returning strength with the sweetness of 
the unforgotten past. Over that bunch of roses 
came gently drifting more lovely visions than 
ever arose for me from that brilliant emerald 
sea or from the proud curves of tree or shore. 

Many of the colored people of Nassau have 
acquired a certain amount of property, which 
may consist of a gar- 
den, a house, store, 
fishing boat or spong- 
er. At the Sponge 
Exchange—a large cov- 
ered wharf—the 
sponger can be seen 
on his return from a 
week or ten days’. (f= 
cruise, and the heap of Wi 
sponges beside him “# 
indicates the success 
of his voyage. The boats from which 
sponge fishing is carried on are by no 
means large, considerably smaller than the 
average yacht on our bay. A colored man 
and his wife and a couple of assistants 
are the crew. They live on fish and a 
little pork and ‘‘grits”—the latter something 
like hominy or hulled corn--and they build a 
little fire on the deck when the water is 
smooth and have coffee, They also sleep on the 
deck or in a littlecabin which is ordinarily too 
nauseous even for a darkey. The supplies are 
generally fursished by some of the Nassau 
merchants who share in the proceeds of the 








voyage, generally taking good care that the 
sponger does not get quite half. The quality 
of sponges procured is not first-class and the 
business is not in a prosperous state. 

The coaster is a boat very much the same 
size as the sponger, has a couple of short masts 
and is broad of beam, It is the convey- 
ance amongst the islands answering the 
purpose of our market wagon, and it is very 
amusing io see some of them come in with 
a cow or bullock tethered to the mast, pigs, 
dogs and chickens running about amid bags of 
oranges, cocoanuts and bananas, while sugar- 
cane, cabbages and potatoes are thrown in to 
fill up the space not occupied by the crew and 
the numerous pickaninnies which seem to bless 
these nautical families. The islands are so 
small and numerous that these coasters take 
the place of the cart, stage and railway. The 
bishop’s yacht, in which he goes about his dio- 
cese, isa much more elaborate affair and is so 
fitted up that service can be held on the deck 
either by the tall slim bishop, his brother— 
known as his shadow—or by one of the little 
shaven curates who are sometimes seen trot- 
ting about Nassau looking extremely effemi- 
nate and absurd. The bishop has somewhat 
high church notions, believes in the celibacy of 
his assistants and is quite a character. 

The trading boat which runs to the more dis- 
tant islands and Jamaica is very little better 
than a coaster and is frequently two weeks late 
in arrival or departure and often consumes three 


weeks in a trip to Jamaica—a voyage under | 


such circumstances simply unendurable to 
white people ; the boat is dirty, the cabin unin- 
habitable, the grub villainous, and the five or 
six negroes who make up the crew not such 


society as one would care to have for that | 


length of time. 
The Vendue House reminds the visitor of 
slavery days, it having been the market at 





which human chattels were bought and sold. 
Slave ships brought directly from their home 
on the Congo black men and women, their 
faces scarred and their noses and ears distorted 
by knife marks which were supposed, in the 
select circles in which they moved, to add to 
their personal appearance. Some of these 
direct importations from Africa are still 
to be found around Nassau and strange 
tales they tell of the days when the 
slave trade was at its height. They are the 
blackest and ugliest negroes on the islands 
while their children, grandchildren and great- 
grandchildren, as they have become mixed 
with the whites, are of all shades, coffee 
colored, speckled, yellow, and others almost 
white. The women are more finely formed 
than the men and seem capable of greater 
endurance, carrying immense loads on their 
heads and walking with that upright gait 
which is the result of having to thus 
preserve their equilibrium. Some people 
think these yellow folks are right hand- 
some, Idon’t. There is something almost 
pathetic in their dark eyes, but the same look 
can be seen in many animals, and they are even 
less interesting when, excited and mirthful, 
they show their white teeth and shout with 
pleasure, inasmuch as they lose that dignified 
sadness which makes one wonder what story 
of suffering and wrongs is hidden behind the 
silent appeal of their faces. I attended a very 
large and fashionable ball given by one of the 
lodges of colored Oddfellows and Uniformed 
Patriarchs. No colored man ever loses an op- 
portunity to wear a uniform. He will spend 
his last dollar to purchase a gorgeous regalia, 
and you can imagine that the ball was as 
splendid as gold lace, silk sashes and plumes 
could make it. The women, too, were arrayed 
in a way which would have made Solomon in 
his historic glory retire from the field. Silks 
of every hue made into dresses with paniers 
and bustles as big as a load of hay, low necks 
and short sleeves, were worn by those 
who had enough white blood to save the 
exhibition from being absolutely appalling. 
High-heeled satin slippers, long gloves, 
feathers and flowers adorned nearly all 
of the ladies present. The music was good and 
the large ball-room fairly undulated with steam 
and gay colors when the dancing was at its 
height. Several contests between noted 
waltzers added occasional interest, though I 
confess that I sometimes teared the rival 
couples would drop down dead, they swung 
with such protracted vigor while the ther- 
mometer, responsive to the warmth of the night 
and the ardor of the crowd, climbed up over 
the hundred notch and threatened to go higher 
before morning. The dancers did not always 
keep exact time, but taken all round I think 
the Nassau darkies can dance a little better 
than they can do anything else. Some of the 
more wealthy and better educated colored 
people were dressed in excellent taste and 
their families indicated unusual care in 
their education and manners. One young 
colored lady to whom I was introduced 
was very handsomely dressed, she and her 
brothers having just returned from England 
where they had been at school. She pro- 
nounced it ‘‘dawnce,” and had acquired all the 
swell accents which English schooling could 
give. Indeed all the colored Nassau people 
speak with a very Old Country accent, the re- 
sult of having masters and mistresses of a pro- 
nouncedly English type. The supper was an 
oh-how-swell an affair provided by the Royal 
Victoria Hotel, and the courtesy of the table 
shown by the gay youths to their brilliant 
partners was overpowering, yet the restraint 
which the best circle of Nassau dusky society 
placed upon them all, kept the young ladies 
and gentlemen from eating watermelon with 
their fingers or gulping down the rare treat of 
ice cream at one mouthful. 

The Collector of Customs is a colored man 
very well: educated and popular. Mr. Smith 


ing stones with a chain gang for embezzlement 
—is a quadroon very bright and alert and with 
long, fierce moustachios like a bandit chief. 
The two score policemen are all colored and all 
colors. A more motley crowd was never seen. 
Their heights vary from five feet to over six and 
ene day when I saw them drilling five of them 
stubbed their toes or tripped over their neigh- 
bors’ heels and fell down. The drill instructor 
himself had several similar mishaps. It is not 
easy for a darkey whose heel reaches out 
nearly as far behind as his foot does in front 
to be light on his feet or graceful in his evolu- 
tions. The soldiery are commanded by English 
officers and are black as the ace of spades, most 
of them coming from Jamaica and the outer 
Bahama islands. They wear the Zouave uni- 
form with white turbans and look very 
picturesque and are said to have behaved well 
in action somewhere in India or Africa. The 
barracks are large and airy, kept scrupulously 
clean, but soldiering is not attractive to the 
Nassau youth, none of whom ever enlist. 
Grantstown is the residential district most 
favored by thecolored people. Driving through 





GOVERNMENT HOUSE LILL, LEADING TO GRANTSTOWN., 


it in the daytime you see great numbers of dark 
children, whose parents are not at all extrava- 
gant in the amount of clothing they put upon 
their offspring. In many cases the children 
up to four or five years old have nothing 
on but a coating of dust and a large, bright 
smile. Until they are eight or nine a 
snort shirt, sometimes wonderfully, woefully 
short, is made to suffice, the youngster 
in the following illustration being blest with 
| an unusual length of garment, My friend, Mr. 
Ernest Warrin of New York, one of the most 
| skilful amateur photographers in America, 
took about fifty snap-shot pictures for me, 
but he had the greatest trouble getting 
near enough these typical little darkies to 
photograph them. If their mothers are 
anywhere in sight and see a man with a 
camera they raise an alarm and gather the 
children in off the street at once, afraid that 
the machine will voodoo the kids. In the 
picture I refer to we found the youngster in 
the street sucking the inside of a banana skin, 
her great toe turned up asa very effective in- 
terrogation point. As she was being brought 
in range the mother appeared behind the pal- 
ings wildly shouting, ‘‘Come heah, yo’ Car'line. 
Come heah this minnit afo’ that man gits 
you with his telyphome.” Caroline was, 
however, too much interested in the ba- 
nana skin and the “telyphome” to move 
before we had her picture. We had a 





** COME HEAH DIS MINSIT, CAHOLINB,” 


great time one morning getting the row of 
youngsters, which I will show you later, prop- 
erly posed. They were playing about a desert- 
ed hut, which is not much worse than the ones 
the majority of them live in, and by giving 
them a penny apiece, they consented to stand 
still As Mr. Warrip was making haste to 
get his photograph before anyone inter- 
fered, the only really handsome negress 
I saw in Nassau came running down 
the narrow street shouting to the driver 
of our buggy, ‘“‘George, George, don’t let 
‘em get my Victoh.” With a bound she sprang 
over the low fence and seized her darling just 
as the click of the machine announced that we 
had ‘‘got her Victoh.” She upbraided the 
driver, who was apparently a friend of hers, 
for conspiring with us, but Mr. Warrin assured 
her that if she did not want her little boy’s 
picture taken he would not bother him, an 
assurance which he could truthfully make as 
he had already accomplished his purpose. ‘It 
wouldn't of mattered me,” said the colored 
woman, in a wonderfully low, soft voice, ‘if 
he had had his clothes on, but I don’t want 
my little boy’s pictur took lookin’ like that fo’ 
him to be ashamed of when he grows up.” 
She covered the child with her dress still sus- 
picious that we intended to “pictuh” him, 
entirely forgetful of herself and of the fact that 
she needed the section of dress wrapped around 
the baby to conceal her own charms which, 
from a suspicious click in the camera I suspect 
are now “ pictuhed” in my friend's collection. 

Even if the huts are poor and the fare of the 
inmates poorer, the beauty of the trees and 
shrubbery which shadow and often conceal 
the rickety walls and ruinous thatch, make 
poverty less repulsive than it is in the North, 
where bleak and bare, every evidence of squalor 
stands cruelly out, unrelieved by beauty of any 
kind, The narrow lanes of Grantstown are 
arched over by boughs, the gardens are filled 
with orange, banana and plum trees, the omni- 
present cocoa palm being the center piece of 
the bouquet. Nor are many of the huts desti- 
tute of some trace of comfort: a wee and weil 
washed muslin curtain, a few prints on the 
walls. and an ornament or two on the shelf, 
and generally a leok of cleanliness, making 
the bare room look habitable. The cooking is 


the péstmaster—who by the way succeeded a/| always done outside and the cabin is little 
white man who is now doing five years break- ‘ more than a bedroom except when used asa 








refuge from an octasional shower. The ther- 
mometer never goes lower than 68° or 70°, 
while the winter average is about 73°. 

It is at night—on a Saturday night—that 
Grantstown is to be seen in its brightest and 
most primitive glory. The long street leading 
down from Government House Hill, two 
sections of which are shown in the accompany- 
ing sketches is a continuous line of booths, 
shops and saloons. Houses which on ordinary 
days show no signs of a stock of goods are opened 
out on Saturday evening, illuminated by a 
smoky lamp and business invited by a fat 
negress. Fruit, peanuts, grits, sugar-cane, can- 
dies, gingerbread, cakes and pies are spread on 
a board by the window ; and every other step 
you take, acolored woman will be found seated 
on the ground, with a similar stock beside her. 
Fish of all sorts, and meat cut into small and 
unappetizing hunks, are offered in little shops 
or from the tops of barrels, and every vendor 
solicits the stranger to buy sonething. The 
saloons — and 
they are very 
numerous in 
Nassau and 
Grantstown--are 
doing a rushing 
business, the bar 
rooms crowded - 
with jabbering 
darkies who, as 
it grows later, 
talk louder and 
perspire still l 
more copiously 
—a climax of 
things which 
makes a visit 
amongst them 
impressive. As 
you stroll down 
the street you pass a couple of police stations, 
the big doors open, and sleepy constables lying 
on couches, waiting for the hour to arrive when 
the regular quota of their inebriated fellow 
darkies will have to be removed to the cooler. 


The night sights of Grantstown would be novel 
and interesting even in a street where the 
bright glare of gas brings out all the details, 
but it is the iights and shadows, the strangely 
weird effect of shadowy rooms, shadowy nooks, 
indistinct figures and flickering fires which 
make the Grantstown picture one never to be 
forgotten. By every little stal), in the center 
of every assortment of sweets, a flambeau cf 
resinous pine throws out its uncertain light, 
now blazing up fiercely and bringing oat in 
strong relief the faces of the dusky mer- 
chants and the trooping forms of idlers 
and marketers, now flickering low and showing 
nothing but the dim outlines of the sitting 
figures and moving crowd. Here and there a 
bar of light falls on a face, with ghostly effect ; 
rembrandts and silhouettes in unexpected 
places astonish you and disappear. Even in- 
doors where groups are playing cards the same 
tricks of an uncertain light give one the idea 
of conspirators, pirates and bandits and a 
thought as to whether one is entirely safe in 
such a and with such surroundings 
suggests itself. One is just as safe, however, 
as on Yonge street of a Saturday night, even 
though the shouts of the revellers in the 
saloons, the whoops of sailors dancing in a 
smothering room and the laugh of hilarivus 
youths are louder than would be tolerated by 
our police. One’s stroll down the street 
is not permitted to be uneventful for 
the women sometimes solicit your com- 
pany and being refused follow you with an 
appeal for a shilling, the poor vendors of dusty 
pies and sticky ginger bread tell you that trade 
is dull, and that even on a good night their 
sales are not more than a shilling and a *‘ bit” 
or two shillings ; they would accept your money 
even if you do not take any pie and say 
**thank you, Massah,” with an unctuous polite- 
ness which reminds one of the beggars of 
Killarney. They live somehow, appear to be 
happy, are always polite, and the process of 
multiplying the population goes on with won- 
derful rapidity—though unfortunately not 
always with the sanction of a marriage 
license or the formality of a wedding. Par- 
ticularly on the outer and lower islands, 
a missionary told me, it is not unusual even for 
the married folk to trade partners, and in Nas- 
sau the assorted tints of the various children be- 
longing to one mother suggest either strange 
freaks of heredity or a diversified paternity. 
In religious matters the blacks are enthu-~ias- 
tic, if not always consistent. They can mis- 
uote scripture by the hour and sing hymns 
all night. The Baptists, Presbyterians, Metho- 
dists and Episcopalians have energetic white 
preachers who are doing a great deal of 
good and have large congregations at every 
service and the sisters of charity are now 
assisting the small Catholic community in 
their work. The preachers sacrifice much and 
the missionaries in the more remote islands 
are practically cut off from all society except 
that of the most ignorant negroes, and I could 
give many instances of their pious and unsel- 
fish zeal. But to be real happy in church the 
Bahamian darkey wants a colored preacher 
and more movement and noise than a self- 
respecting white man is prepared to make. 
The Shouters are a popular body, and though I 
could not find out the exact peculiarities af 
their doctrines, they are nearer old fashioned 
Methodism than any- 
thing else, Their 
church is large. and 
the preacher and con- 
gregation vigorous of 
lung. When the 
guests at the hotel 
want a Sunday even- 
ing entertainment it 
is usual to promise the 
pastor that ten dollars 
shall be put on the 
plate, and he works 
up the fervor of his 
audience to boiling 
point. Then he has 
them stand up and 
march around the 
church stamping their 
feet, singing, shouting 
and swaying their bodies about in the most 
ludicrous way. Some of the sisters are 
sure to get the *“‘shakes” and fall as if in a fir, 
and men and women indiscriminately seize 
hold of one another’s arms and shoulders in 
the exaltation of the moment. It is not an 
edifying performance, but it amuses the tour- 
ists and brings in the dimes. Much worse 
however, is the half-pagan and wholly immoral 
fire dance which is often done for the amuse- 
~— of the ee It often at in _ 
jancers—men and women—purposely vying 
with each other in stepping on coals and get- 
ting rid of their clothing until they are in a 
state of nature. I am not particularly religious, 
but I can't endure a performance such as the 
Shouters present and did not attend one. I 
should think the good taste of tourists generally 
would revolt against the idea of having the 
worship of God turned into a howling farce, but 
ey reavees Church ope eae ee 
id not see, are eagerly who 
at home subacribe liberally voeand missionaries 
tothe heathen. It is funny how we act when 
we are away from home ; but I'll never be sur- 
prised at anything after an eveniag in Paris, 
when I discovered myself and half a thousand 
i tlemen—t 
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den de Paris. Truly we see 
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CHAPTER XXXIII.—ConTINvED. 


Hubert drew his breath hard. She tried to 
answer what she tho t was the meaning of 
that strange sound, moan half sigh. | 
“T never called him so,” 8 You 
will not believe it, of course: but I know that 
my father would never have done the deed 
that you attribute to him. He was kind good, 
tender-hearted, although he lived in rebellion 
st some of the ordinary laws of —, 

was nothing base or mean about him. If 

he had killed a man, he would not have told 
lies about it; he would have said that he had 
done it and borne the punishment. He was a 
brave man; he was not a murderer.” 

Still Hubert did not answer. He dared not 
let her see his face; she must not know the 
tor: ure her words inflicted on him, She went 


on. 

**Lately I have thought that it would be 
better for me to face the whole thing out, and 
net act as if I were ashamed of my father, who 
is no murderer, but a martyr and an innocent 
man, I took a oy step last night by telling 
your aunt Miss Vane that ‘ West’ was only an 
assumed name. I had never said that betore. 
Do you remember how she looked at me—how 
she hated me—when we stood outsidé the gates 
of Beechfield Park that afternoon? The sight 
of me made her ill; and, if she knew me by 
my right name, it would make her ill again. 
It I had known that you were their cousin, I 
would never have let you see m 

“Cynthia, have a little mercy!” cried Hubert, 
suddenly starting up and dashing his hair back 
from his discolored distorted face. ‘*Do you 
think I am such a brute? What does it matter 
to me about your father? Was I so unkind, so 
cruel to you when you were a child that you 
eannot trust me now?” 

*No,” she said, looking at him gently, but 
with a sort of aloofness which he had never 
seen in her before ; *‘ you were very good to me 
then. You saved me from the workhouse ; 
you would not even let me go to the charity 
school that Mrs. Rumbold recommended. You 
told me to be a good girl, and said that some 
day I should see my father again.” She put 
her hand to her throat, as if choked by some 
hysteric symptom, but at once controlled her- 
self and went on. ‘I see it all now. It was 
through you, I sup , that I was sent to St. 
Elizabeth’s, where I was made into something 
like a civilized being. It was you to whom 
they applied as to whether I should be removed 
from the lower to the upper school; and you— 
out of your charity to the murderer's daughter 
—you paid for me forty poundsa year. I did 
not know that I had so much to be grateful for 
to you. I have taken gifts from you since, not 
knowing; but this is the last of it—I will never 
take another now!” 

** Are you so proud, Cynthia, that you cannot 
bear me to have heiped youalittle? My love, 
I did not know, I never guessed that you were 
Westwood's daughter. But can you never for- 
give me for having done my best for you? Do 
you think I love you one whit the less?” 

** Oh, I see—you think that Iam ungenerous,” 
cried Cynthia, and that it is my pride which 
stands in your a: Well, so it is—this kind 
of pride—that I will not accept gifts from those 
who believe my father to be a guilty man when 
I believe in hisinnocence. They did well never 
to tell me who was my benefactor—for whom I 
was taught to pray when I was at St. Eliza- 
beth’s. Te I had known, the place would not 
have he.d me for a day when I was old enough 
to understand! At first I was too ignorant, 
too much stupefied by the whole thing to under- 
stand that the Vanes were keeping me at 
school and supporting me. It is horrible—it is 
sickening—to send my father to prison, to the 
gallows, and his child to school! Much better 
have let me go to the workhouse! Do you 
think I wish to be indebted to people who 
think my father a murderer ?” 

“You mistake!” said Hubert quickly. ‘The 
Vanes knew nothing about it. If Mrs. Rum- 
bold ever said so, it was my fault. I did not 
like her to think that I was doing it alone. 
And, as for me, Cynthia, I never thought your 
fa' her guilty— never !” 

He trembled beneath the burning gaze she 
turned on him, and his color changed from 
white to red, and then to white again. He 
felt as if he had been guilty of the meanest 
subterfuge of his whole life. 

**You never thought so?” she said witha 
terrible gasp. ‘‘ Then who was guilty? Who 
did that murder, Hubert? Do—you—know ?” 

She could not say, ‘‘ Was your sister guilty, 
and you are shielding her?’ 

He looked at her helplessly. His tongue 
clave to the roof of his mouth; he could not 
speak. With a bitter cry she fell upon her 
knees before him and seized his hands, 

“You know—you know! Oh, Hubert, clear 
my father’s name! Never mind whom you 
sacrificei Let the punishment fall on the 
head of the wrong-doer—not on my dear 
father’s! I will forgive you for having been 
silent so long, if now you will only speak. 1 
will love you always, I will give you my life, if 
you will but let the truth be known !” 

He gathered his forces together by an almost 
superhuman effort, and managed to speak at 
— ; but the sweat stood in great drops on his 

row. 

‘Cynthia, don’t—don’t speak so, for God’s 
sake t I know nothing, I have nothing to 
say ! 

Clinging to his knees, she looked up at him, 
her eyes full of supplication. 

“Is the cost too great?” she cried. ‘ Will 
you not tell the truth for my sake—for 
Cynthia's sake?” 

Scarcely knowing what he did, he pushed 
back his chair, and wrenched himself free from 
her entreating hands. 
bitty **T eannot bear this, Cynthia! If I could—~ 

a But it is of no use; I have nothing—nothing 

: to tell.” 
ide He had moved away from her; but he came 
fg back when he saw that she had fallen forward 

‘an with her face on the chair where he had been 
+ at sitting. He leaned over her. At first he 

thought that she had fainted; but presently 

¥ the movement of her shoulders showed him 

dn! : that she was but vainly endeavoring to sup- 
= press a burst of agonizing sobs. 

* Cynthia,” he said, “believe in my love, 
darling! If you believe in nothing else, you 
may _be sure of that.” 

He laid his hand gently round her neck, and, 
finding that she did nt repulse him, knelt 
beside her and tried to draw her to his breast. 
For a few minutes she let her head rest on his 
ia! shoulder, and clung to him as if she could not 

ert let bim go. When she grew calmer, he began 
to whisper tender words into her ear. 

**Cynthia, I will give up all the world for 
your dear sake! Let us go away from England 
copetber and live only for each other, darling! 
We could be happy somewhere, away from the 
toil and strife o ndon, could we not! I love 
you only, dearest—only you! If you like, we 
would go to America and see whether we could 
not find your poor father, who, I have heard, is 
living there; and we could cheer his last days 
together. Will you not make me happy in this 
way, Cynthia? Be my wife, and let us forget 
all the world beside.” 

She shook her head. She had wept so vio- 

lently that at first she could not ape . 
“Why do you shake your head? You do not 
doubt my love? ya, I count the world 
well lost for you! not distrust me again! 
Do you think I mind what the world says, or 
what my relatives say? You are Cynthia and 
my love to me, and w ter you are 
matters nothing—nothing at all! 

* But it matters to me,” she whispered, bro- 


ae 


‘ ae tae al- Late ee Ky “i eae 






















kenly—“ and I cannot consent.” 
- t, don’t say that! You must con- 
sent! Your only chance of happiness lies with 







me, and mine with you.” 
“But you have Peet yourself,” she mur- 
mured, “ to Enid Vane.” 
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“Conditionally; and I am certain—certain 
that she does not care for me.” 

**f am not certain,” she whispered. 

Then there was a little ee eo which 
he felt that she was bracing herself to say 
something which was hard for her to say. 

**] have made up my mind,” she said at 
length, ‘‘to take nothing away from Enid Vane 
that is dear to her. 

leaded with you for me? Do you remember 

ow good she was—-how kind? She gave me 
her shilling because I had had no food that day, 
I never spent it—I have that shilling still. I 
have worn it ever since, as a sort of talisman 
against evil.” She felt in her bosom and 
brought out the coin attached by a little string 
around her neck. ‘It has been my greatest 
treasure! I have had so few treasures in my 
life. And do you think I am going to be un- 

ateful? If it broke niy heart to give you up 

would not hesitate one moment, when I had 
reason to think that you were plighted to Enid 


Do you remember how she 


! 

ane. 

She drew herself away from him as she spoke, 
| and rose to her full height. Hubert stood be- 
fore her, his eyes on the floor, his lips white and 
tremulous. hat could he say? He had noth- 
ing but his love to plead—and his love looked a 
poor and common thing beside that porty of 
motive, that height of purpose, that intensity 
of noble passion which at that moment made 
Cynthia’s face beautiful indeed. 

“I will see you no more,” she said. ‘* You 
must go back to Enid Vane, and you must make 
her happy. For me, I have another work to do. 
In my own way I—I shall be happy too. There 
is a double barrier between us, and we must 
never meet again.” 

““Is it a barrier that can never be broken 
down, Cynthia?” 

“No,” she said—‘tnot unless my father is 
shown to be innocent to the world and the 
stain removed from his name—not unless we 
are sure—sure that Enid Vane has no affection 
for you save that of a cousin and a friend. 
And those things 

must say ee 

It seemed as if he had not understood her 
words. He muttered something, and clutched 
at the table behind him as if to keep himself 
from falling. 

* Impossibilities indeed!” he said hoarsel 
after a moment’s pause, ‘‘Good-bye, Cynthia i 

Struck with pity for his haggard face and 
hollow eyes, _—- came up to him, put her 
hands on his shoulders, and kissed his cheek. 

““I was mad just now! I said more than I 
think I meant, Hubert. Forgive me before you 
go; but never come here n.” 

Their eyes met, and then some instinct 
prompted her to whisper very low: 

‘Could you not, even now, save my father if 
you tried?” 

Surely his good angel pleaded with him in 
Cynthia’s guise ; and, looking into her face, he 
answered as he h 
this world : 

“Yes, Cynthia ; if I took his place, I could.” 


CHAPTER XXXIV. 


Westwood had scouted Cynthia’s notion tha 
the woman in black who seemed to be following 
them could possibly be a spy: nevertheless he 
meditated upon it with some anxiety, and re- 
solved, on his arrival at his lodgings, to be wary 
and circumspect—also to show that he was on 
his guard. He relapsed therefore into the very 
uncommunicative “single gentleman” whom 
Mrs. Gunn, his landlady, had at first found him 
to be, and refused rather gruffly her invitation 
that afternoon to take tea with her in her own 
parlor in the company of herself and her niece. 

“*He’s grumpier than ever, she said to this 
niece, who was no other than Sabina Meldreth, 
now paying a visit—on business principles—of 
indefinite duration to ber aunt’s abode in Cam- 
den Town ; “‘and I did think that you’d melted 
him a bit last week, Sabina! But he’s as close 
as wax! Let’s sit down to our tea before it gets 
black and bitter, as he won't come.” 

*‘He must have seen me in the Gardens,” 
said Sabina, who was dressed in the brightest 
of blue gowns, with red ribbons at her throat 
and wrist, ‘“‘though I should never have 
thought that he would recognize me, being in 
os and having that thick black fall over my 

ace. 

“I don’t see what you want to foller him 
for!” said Mrs. Gunn. ‘‘ What business o’ 
yours was it where he went and what he did? 
I don’t think you'll ever make anything of 
him”—for Miss Meldreth had begun to harbor 
matrimonial designs on the unconscious Mr. 
Reuben Dare. 

“I’m not so sure,” said Sabina. ‘‘ Once get a 
man by himself, and you can do a’most any- 
thing with him, so long as there’s no other 
woman in the way.” 

** And is there another woman in the way?” 

* Yes, Aunt Eliza, there is.” 

** You don’t say so!” exclaimed Mrs. Gunn, 
emptying the waterjug into the tea-pot in 
pure absence of mind. ‘“‘ You saw him with 
one, did you?” 

** Yes, aunt Eliza, I did.” 

“ And what was she like, Sabina ?” 

‘Well, some folks would call her handsome,” 
said Sabina dubiously ; ‘‘and she was dressed 
like a lady—I’l] say that for her. But what's 
odd is that I'm nearly sure I heard her call him 
‘Father.’ She’s young enough to be his daugh- 
ter, anyway,” : 

‘** Did he call her anything?’ 

“TI couldn’t hear. But I'll tell you what I 
did afterwards, aunt Eliza; I followed her 
when she came out at the gate—and she didn’t 
see methen. She went straight to a house in 
Norton square, and I —— to make some 
inquiries about her at a confectioner’s shop in 
the neighborhood. The house belongs to a 
music-mistress ; and tele g rlis a singer. ‘ Cyn- 
thia West,’ they call her—I’ve seen her name in 
the newspapers. Well, I thought I would wait 
round a bit, and presently I saw a man go to 
the house to deliver a note; and thinks I to 
myself, ‘I know that face.’ And so I did. It 
was Mr. Lepel’s man, Jenkins, as used to come 
down with him to Beechfield.’ 

“You don’t say so!” cried Mrs, Gunn, rais- 
ing her hands in amazement, 

** He knew me,” Sabina proceeded, tranquilly ; 
“‘and so we had a little chat together. I says 
to him: ‘ Who is it you take notes to at num- 
ber five—the old lady or the young one?’ ‘Oh,’ 
says he, ‘the young one, to be sure. Scrump- 
tious, isn’t she?’ ‘Cynthia West?’ says I. 
‘Yes,’ he says—*and Mrs. Hubert Lepel before 
very long, if I've got eyes to see! He's always 
after her.’ ‘That ain't very likely,’ I said, ‘be- 
cause he’s got a young lady in the country.’ 
‘One in the country and one in the town," he 
says, with a wink—'‘ that’s the ueual style, isn’t 
it?’ And, seeing that he was disposed to be 
familiar, I said good day to him and came 
— 

ss at will ros do now then, Sabina?” 

** Well,” said Sabina retlectively, “T think I 
shall let Mrs. Vane know. She'd be glad to 
have a sort of handle against her brother, I'm 
thinking. And these people—Mr. and 
Miss West—seem to have got someth to do 
with Beechfield, for I’m certain it was to : 
field he went when he left here for that fort- 
night. He gave no address—that was natural 
maybe—but he'd got the Whitminster label on 
his bag when he came back, And, if Miss 
West was being courted by Mr. Lepel, and her 
father wanted to know who Mr. Lepel was and 
ail about him, he might easily gather that 
Beechfield was the place to go to. I su 
he wanted to find out whether Mr. was 
engaged to Miss Vane or not. And I’ve a sort 
of idea too that there’s something mysterious 
about it all. Why shouldn’t he have said 
straight out where he was 
zen 2 had alread aa him 

tminster so w 
field? It seems to me Me 


are impossibilities; so we 


ad never thought to answer in 
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what it is before I go any farther.” 
“Any farther!” said her aunt contemptu- 
ously. “It don’t seem to me that you've got 


wee 

“Farther than you think,” was Miss Mel- 
dreth’s reply. ‘He's afraid of me, or else he 
would have come to tea this afternoon. Anda 
SE ae re ae 
oO . - . * 

Fortified by this conviction, Sabina sat down 
after tea to indite a letter to Mrs. Vane. She 
was not avery d scribe, and the spelling of 
certain words was a mystery to her. But, 
with the faults of its orthography corrected, 
the letter finally stood thus: 


*Mapam,—I thought you might like to know 
as how there is a gentleman, named Reuben 
Dare, lodging here at my aunt’s as seems to 
have a secret interest in hfield. think, 
but Iam not quite sure, that he spent a few 
days at the Beechfield inn not-long ago. He is 
tall and thin and brown, with white hair and 
beard and very black eyes. He will not talk 
much about Beechfield, and yet seems to know 
it well. Says he comes from America. He was 
walking for a long time in Kensington Gardens 
this morning with a young woman that goes 
by the name of Cynthia West and is a singer. 
she calls him ‘ Father.’ am, I take the 
liberty of informing you that Mr. H. Lepel 
visits her constant, and is said to be going to 
marry her. She is what gentlemen call - 
looking, though too dark for my taste. It does 
not seem to be generally known that she has a 
parent living. ‘‘ Yours respectfully, ays 

“SABINA MELDRETH.’ 


Mrs. Vane read this letter with considerable 
surprise. She meditated upon it for some time 
with closed lips and knitted brows; then she 
rang the bell for Parker. 

“Darker,” she said, ‘‘can you tell me whether 
any strangers have been visiting Beechfield 


a, : 

**Oh, yes, ma'am! There was an old gentle- 
man at the Crown a few days ago. The t- 
office woman told me that he came from 
America.” 

**Do you know his name?” 

** Yes, ma’am—‘ Mr. Dare.’” 

‘“‘The woman at the postoffice told you that? 
Did you ever see him ?” 

**Yes, ma’am. He spoke to me one evening 
when I'd run out with a letter, and asked me 
to the Hall,” 
then?” 

** He said he’d heard of a Mr. Lepel at Beech- 
fidld, ma'am,” said Parker, rather reluctantly. 
‘tand that he knew a Mr. Lepel and wonde 
whether it was thesame. But it wasn’t. The 
Mr. Lepel he knew was short and fair and was 
married ; the Mr. Lepel that came here, as I 
told him, was dark and tall and engaged to 
Miss Vane.” 

“You had no right to tell him that, Parker; 
it is not public property.” 

“T beg your on, I'm sure, ma'am! I’d 
heed, so often that I thought everybody 

new. ¢ 

‘What else did this Mr. Dare say?”—*“ I 
don’t remember, ma’am.” 

“* Did he ask no more questions? Did heask, 
for instance, whether Mr. Lepel was not very 
fond of Miss Vane?” 

“Well, yes, ma’am ; now you mention it, I 
think he did—though how you came to guess 

** Never mind how I came to guess it. What 
did 7 say?” 

*“*I said that he worshipped the ground she 
trod upon, and that she was just the same 
with him.” 

“And pray how did you know that?”— 
Parker shuffled. 

** Well, ma’am, I couldn’t rightly say ; but 
it’s what is general with young ladies and 
young gentlemen, and it wouldn’t have looked 
well, I thought, to ha’ said anythink else.” 

“Oh, I see! The remark was purely con- 
ventiona),” said Flossy cynically. ‘I congratu- 
late you, Parker, on always doing as much 
harm as you can whenever you take anything 
in — Did he seem pleased by what you 
said?” 

** Not exactly pleased, ma’am—nor displeased; 
I think, if anything, he was more pleased than 
not.” 

“ That will do,” Mrs. Vane said shortly ; and 
Parker retired, much relieved in her mind by 
having come off, as she considered, so well. 

Mrs. Vane proceeded to electrify the house- 
hold the next morning by declaring that she 
must at once go up to London in order to see 
her dentist. She announced her intention at a 
time when the penersl. much to his annoyance, 
could not possibly accompany her. She said to 
him very sweetly that she had chosen that hour 
on purpose because she did not want to put 
him to needless inconvenience, and that she 
preferred to go with Parker only as her com- 
panion. She hated to be seen,sbe said, when 
she was in pain. 

The general fumed and fretted; but, as he 
had an important meeting to attend at Whit- 
minster that day, he could but put his wife 
into the train and give Parker endless injunc- 
tions to be careful of her mistress, Parker 
promised fervently to do all that lay in her 
power ; and with a serene smile Flossy listened 
to the general's orders and her maid’s assevera- 
tions with equal tranquility. They had the 
carriage ail to themselves; aud not until the 
train was nearing London did Mrs. Vane rouse 
herself from the semi-slumber in which she 
seemed to have passed the journey. Then she 
sat up suddenly, with a curious'y wide-awake 
ane eee air, and addressed herself to her 
maid. 

“*T shall not require you at al: to-day, Par- 
ker. I brought you only because the general 
would never have allowed me tc come alone; 
but I dislike being attended by aay pne when I 
go to the dentist’s or the doctor’s, You may 
wait at the railway station until Ieome back. 
I may be only an hour, or I may be gone all 


y. 

** The general's orders, ma’am,” Parker, 
with a gasp ; but her mistress cut the sentence 
—r, at once. pean 

‘*] suppose you understan at you are my 
servant and not the general's?” she said. ‘‘You 
will obey my orders if you please.” 

She gave the maid some money and instruc- 
tions to spend as much as she pleased at buffet 
and book-stall until her return, 

“Enjoy yourself as much as you like and as 
much as you can,” said Mrs. Vane, carelessly— 
“‘only don’t stir from the station, for when I 
come back I shall want you at once.” 

She installed the faithful Parker safely in the 
waiting-room, and then went out and got into 
a cab—not a hansom cab; Mrs. Vane did not 
wish to be seen in her drive through the Lon- 
don streets. The address which she gave to 
the cabman was not that of her dentist, but of 
the lodgings at present tenanted by her brother, 

Parker remained at the station in a state of 
tearful collapse. She was terribly afraid of 
being questioned and stormed at by the gen- 
eral when she got back for neglect of her trust. 
She was certainly what Fiossy had called her— 
“*a faithful fool.” She wan to do all that her 
mistress required ; but it had not as yet even 
occurred to her that Mrs, Vane was quite cer- 
tain to require utter silence, towards the gen- 
eral and everybody else, on the question of her 
disposition of the dag. And, if silence was 
impossible, a good lie would do as well. 
Parker had not yet grasped the full amount 
of devotion that was ex of her. 

Ha orn more surprised in 
his life than when the cloupotis ézamed mae 
who was ushered into his ana room prov 


i be his sister Florence. never visited 
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Bob Thingum—Competing with Barnum, I 
‘a Hisname—No. So many imitations 
—Puck, ‘ 


said Hubert, smiling faintly. 

**But you do not look at all well, Hubert. 
What is the matier with you? You look ter- 
ribly fagged |” 

Her remark was justified by his appearance. 
His face had a drawn look which added ten 
— to his age; his eyes seemed almost to 

ve sunk into his head. He made an im- 
patient gesture, and looked away. 

“T have not been very well,” he said; “ but 
there is no need to speak about it. Iam ver 
— and I want rest—change of scene an 
air. 
** Why not come down to Beechfield ?” 

He gave a slight but perceptible shudder. 

**No,” he sai 
against the writing table, and was silent. 

‘*Hubert,” said his sister, a little more 


coming to town. Can you tell me where I can 
find a file of the Times newspaper for the early 


year of Sydney Vane’s death and the trial uf 
Andrew Westwood. ; 

““You want—the trial?” said her brother, 
wines evident effort. She bowed her head. 


He stood looking at her etenely . 
‘‘It doesn’t matter,” she said, feigning in- 
difference, and rising as if to tak 
“*T can see the papersin a public library, no 
doubt. The General would not have a copy 
left in the house. I will go elsewhere.” 
“Tt is needless,” 
loomy tone. “I have kept copies myself. 


“*T thought that you would probably possess 


once more in her comfortable chair, 
He went into another room, and soon re- 


papers, yellow indeed with age, but, as Mrs. 


was evident that some one else had been very 
lately perusing them ; but she made no com- 
ment on the subject. 

“Go on with your writing,” she said, be- 
ginning to take off her gray gloves with admir- 
able coolness. ‘“‘I can find what I want without 
your aid.” 

He gave her a long look, then set the papers 
on a little table beside her and returned to his 
own seat. He did not however begin to write 
again. He turned the chair almost with its 
back to Mrs, Vane, and clasped his hands be- 
hind his fine dark head. In this position he 
remained perfectly motionless until she had 
finished her examination of the newspapers. 
In a quarter of aa hour she declared herself 
satisfied. 

** Have you found all that you wanted ?” 

“Oh, yes, thank you!” One important item 
she had certainly secured—the fact that West- 
wood’s daughter had been named ‘ Cynthia 
Janet.” ‘*Cynthia Janet Westwood ”—‘‘Cyn- 
thia West "—it was plain enough to her quick 
intelligence that the two were one and the 
same. Hubert had never thought of looking 
for the name of Westwood's little daughter iu 
the Times. 

** By-the-bye,” said Flossy lightly, ‘‘I hear 
sad tales of you in town. ow often is it that 
you go tosee the new singer—Miss West? Has 
poor Enid a rival?” F 

He did not look round ; but she saw that her 
question sent a shock through his nerves. 

oy! do not know what you mean,” he answered 

coldly. 
" Oh, do you not? You may as well s,péak 
the truth—to me, Hubert. Are you going to 
a! Miss West or Miss Vane—which ?” 

* Neither, I think.” 


**Don’t be absurd. Are you going to marry 
Miss West ?’—*“* No.” 
** Shall you Enid Vane (” 


2 It is not very likely that she will marry 


Something in the intense dreariness of his 
tone struck nfully on Florence’s ear. She 
rose and put her hand on Hubert’s shoulder. 

** What is the matter with you, Hubert?” 

He shook off her hard as if it had been a 
noxious reptile of which he desired to rid him- 
self, and rose to his feet. 

“You must not mind what I sa 
Florence. I am not well, I—I 
— time.” arias a laa I 

¥ course you w enty of times, 
hope!” A look of alemeg bane to show itself 
in Flossy’s velvet-brown eyes. You are not 
contemplating any new step, I hope? I——” 

**Don’t be alarmed!” he said, with a hoarse 
unnatural laugh. ‘‘ Before I take any new 
step I will come to you. I will not leave you 
without a warning.” Then he seemed to re- 
cover his self-possession and spoke in more 
measured tones. ‘“ Nonsense orence—don’t 
concern yourself about me ! I have a bad head. 
ache—that is all. If I am left alone, I shall 
soon be better.” 

*“*I hope you will,” said Flossy, rather 
gravely, “for you look clexminely to-day. 

ou should send for the doctor, Hubert. And 
now I will say good-bye, for I have two or three 
other ee to do to-day, besides going to m 
dentist's. The cab is at the door; you n 
not come down.” 

He rose, as she really expected him to do, 
to see her to her cab; but a sensation of dizzi- 
ness and faintness made him sit down again 
and bery his head in his hands. Considerably 


‘ rang 

and gave strict orders r 
be sent for at once. Then, feeling that she had 
for the present at least done her duty, she took 
her leave promising to cali again before she left 

town that afternoon. 

Jenkins went for the doctor. as Mrs. Vane 
told him to do. When that gentleman 
pesived, he found Mr. Lepel stretched sofa 
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briefly, and then stood leaning 


quickly than usual, “I said that I wanted to 
see my dentist, but I had another reason for 


months of the year 187—?”—she mentioned the 


“I have forgotten one or two points in the 
evidence. I want to recall them to my mind.” 


e her leave ; 
Hubert answered, in a 


ait a moment, and I will bring them to you.” 


them,” said Flossy softly, as she settled herself 


turned bearing in his arms a little pile of 


ane noticed, completely free from dust. It 
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It Was Not To Be. 


Little Rudolph falls desperately in love with 
Ida, who is in the girls’ department of the same 
school, so he squeezes the following billet-doux 
into her hand at recess: ‘“‘ DEAR pa,—I love 
you so much. Won't you marry me?” Ida's 
reply was as follows: “‘My Dear RupDOoLPH,— 
I love you, too, but I can’t marry you, as there 
are already too many children in our family.” 
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CHAPTER XXXVIL. 
The Thames, 


tant stream of 
re crossing its 
ayined to glide 
pretty villas rose 


edges. 


It was the same river—and yet how different! 
——— and = = 

chimneys, there were pretty w 
enoking brick mansions nestling amia 
the trecs, their gardens bright with summer 


Instead of dingy 


cottages and red- 


gliding along so smoothly, with 
ts precious freights, with gredt buildings and 
warehouses on either side of it, and the con- 

busy human life crossing and 
bridges, might have been im- 
on even more smoothly where 
upon its banks and smooth, 
velvety green lawns sloped down to its very 


flowers, their windows shining in the sun. 


There were no penny steamers, no coal-laden 


ly- 


barge’ on its smooth bosom here, bat, gaily. 


ted launches, dainty little pleas 

wich brilliant-colored 

girls noldt 
Lady Mar’ 


cushions, and pretty 
the ieee ; 
Ashton’s house, the Nook, stood 


in a sheltered bend of the river, and was one 
of the prettiest houses on the banks of the 


. There were fine oi 
won aa the grounds were quite extensive. 


d trees on its 


The house itself was of red brick, which time 
had mellowed to a deep rich shade which har- 
monized perfectly with the erecueny Se which 


it was embowered, There was a p 
little boat-house and landing-place, and an 


turesque 


equally picturesque summer. house, with wicker 


iture upholstered in gaudy Liberty cre- 
eal which was a favorite resort of the mis- 
tress of the Nook and her guests. 

“The glorious first of June” was the day 
fixed for Lola Bateman’s wedding and for Lady 
Marian’s garden party—an annual institution 
which was in great favor among her friends, 

Lola’s wedding, not being an annual institu- 


tion, caused perhaps more excitement than the | 


arden-party. It was a very brilliant affair ; 

or the day was as sunny and warm as any 
young bride could have desired. The ceremony 
was a very ornate one, with fine music, vest- 
ments, and even a soupcon of incense, and the 
fashionable church wascrowded. Lola was too 
essentially a girl of the period not to wish fora 
wedding which would be duly chronicled in the 
society papers as one of the weddings of the 
season; and she had not been too much in love 
—although she was sincerely fond of her fiance 
—to take a very active part in the choice of her 
elaborate trousseau—which was a gift from Sir 
Humphrey—and to be terribly excited over the 
wedding-dress made by some t Parisian 
faiseur, which arrived from Paris only a couple 
of hours before that fixed for the marriage. 
When she was arrayed in it, she looked a very 
charmingand self possessed nineteenth. centur 
bride; while the bridegroom, although he h 
lost some of his usual og impassiveness. 
bore himself calmly and well. 

To Stanley the ceremony was a very trying 
ordeal. Passing up the aisle mong the fair 
group of bridesmaids, she had looked up fora 
moment, to meet Hugh Cameron’s eyes fixed 
upon her with a look of intense sadness ; she 
had caught the expression as she passed, and 
it hainted her all through the ceremony. But, 
painful as the ordeal was to her, it seemed 
almost more than Hugh himself could bear. 
To see her there, the woman for whom his soul 

‘craved, clac in white like a bride, to hear the 

words spoken which they had hoped to utter 
side by side, and to know that they could never 
be anything to each other, that the love he 
could not ill was sin and guilt, filled him with 
an agony which it was difficult to endure in 
silence. His face was pale and stern as if it 
were carved in stone; and his wife, standing 
beside him, the most beautiful woman in the 
whole assembly, saw how his hand closed over 
the carved back of the pew in front of them, 
and grasped it with a grasp which showed the 
intensity of his pain. Her own face, in its 
delicate loveliness, was almost as colorless as 
his own, a8, looking around her nervously, she 
saw Francis Asnton’s calm clear-cut face where 
he stood behind one of the pillars of the 
crowded church. 

It was rather late in the afternoon when 
Stanley and her father reached the Nook, and 
Lady Marian’s grounds were bright with the 
gay dresses of her guests. There was a cele- 
brated foreign string-band playing on the lawn, 
and tennis, archery and flirtation were in full 
swing, 

Leas Marian, a tall stately woman, with 
none of her sister Lady Sara Cameron’s deli- 
cate loveliness, came forward smilingly to 
meet them, Stanley was somewhat pale from 
the fatigue of the morning, and her eyes 
looked tired ; she wore her white bridesmaid’s 
gown, which was made in a quaint antique 
style, with a white Gainsborough hat. 

Dr. Graham joined them almost immediately; 
and Stanley moved away with him to a seat 
under one of the fine old cedars, 

“How bright and pretty it all is!” the girl 
said wistfully; she was thinking of another 
garden by the river where she had passed some 
sorrowful moments, and wondering whether 
Hugh Cameron and his wife were present. 

There were too many people for any one to 
be distinguished immediately; but, after a 
time, a group of gentlemen gathered round a 
lady who sat with her profile turned towards 
Stanley broke up to allow some one to move 
away, and Stanley saw that the lady who was 
holding the little court uncer the old cedar 
was Laura Cameron. 

“Mrs. Cameron is here alone,” remarked 
Doctor Graham. as he followed the direction of 
her glance. ‘Her husband is coming down 

ater. I suppose,” he added, smiling, “that 
her gown is a very becoming one, for she looks 
exceedingly beautiful.” 

., Lt is very becoming,” Stanley answered ; 
but Mrs, Cameron’s beauty is independent of 

her gowns. She is always lovely.” 

Her admiration was perfectly genuine and 

Sincere, She was wondering a little how any 

Man married to Laura could resist her beauty 





and charm, A feeling almost like jealousy 
Stirred her heart for a moment as she looked 
across at Hugh's wife. Laura’s dress was of a 
gray material brocaded in a faint pink, with a 
touch of pale green here and there; it shim- 
Mered in the sun as its rich folds rested on the 
Sward, and her hair gleamed like gold. 

Doctor Graham, although he kept at Stanley's 
side, by no means monopolized her attention. 
By-and-bye her little court was almost as large 
as Mrs, Cameron's, Sir Humphrey had met 
with an old friend and was walking about with 
him, evidently enjoying the fresh air, and talk- 
rs, with more animation than usual. Presently 

ady Marian came oR to Stanley’s wicker chair 
fuditold her that Sir Humphrey had accepted for 
an and for himself an invitation to remain to 

inner. The friend he had been so delighted to 
ne General Treharne—was staying at the 

Ook; and one or two of the other guests were 
a'so to remain, among them Doctor Graham. 
Stanley smiled and answered 
her heart she was not pl , and she began 
to wonder uneasily if Mrs. Cameron and Hugh 
Would be among those who were going to oar 
ou come upon the river with me?” 
coming up to her flushed and 
picturesque tennis-suit. “I 
greatest care of you, Miss 


“Stanley, remember 


Sevon, 


our promise!” Doctor 


Graham. obse smiling, as he saw the 
shadow which had fallen u the girl’s fair 
‘ace when the Harl had proffered his request, 


Will you take the 


care of me also, 
Lord Sevon? Otherwise 
refuse, She 


I fear Miss Gerant 
must eed me ‘a row this 


afternoea,” 
“And you will h to redeem m m- 
ise, will you not?” wha Beaten, cniling. dpe wl 
oon and, whatever the young man's private 
celings were, he disguised "thems 
~ declared that he would be delighted. 

t was very pleasant on the river; the sun 





was losing soue of its brightness 
for it was towards evening. 


steering, her w 


and warmth 
thrown 


young man thought. 


of the gaily-painted little skiff—too serious. 
far too serious, for so young a woman, the kin 
physician thought. 


the boat through the water; 
pretty houses and gard 


ful tennis-players. 


The air had begun to freshen a little when 
ted that it was time to re- 
evon was reluctantly com- 


t that 
e was 
rather tired, and she felt grateful for the rest— 
had been 
but the calm preceding the awful storm which 
was so soon to burst over her head—but, at the 
without 
rew near 
nd on the 
lawn was playing the Miserere, from I) Trova- 
tore, and the soft, sad, mournful strains seemed 
The lawns 
rs. Cameron 
stood by the landing-place, a somewhat desolate 


Dr. Graham su 
turn; and Lord 
pelled to give heed to the suggestion. 
It was a long time before Stanley fo 
quiet pleasant hour on the river. 


afterwards it seemed to her as if it 
same time, she was glad to drift alon 


having to talk or smile. When the 
the landing-place of the Nook, the 


in harmony with the evening sky. 
were almost deserted now ; but 


figure. 


“I came down to meet you,” she said, in a 
tone that was meant to express gaiety, but 
** Almost 
von, Lady Marian 
wished me to say that there is a dressing-room 
at your service. Miss Gerant, shall we have 
half an hour’s rest and solitude in the summer- 


which jarred upon Stanley’s ears. 
every one has left. Lord 


house beforejwe go in to prepare for dinner?” 


**I did not know it was so late,” replied Stan- 


ley, as Lord Sevon assisted her out of the boat. 
“Thank you,” she 
kindly, but with a frank friendliness which 
seemed to fill him with despair. 

They walked up the lawn together. 


old cedars, and the music sounded sadly. Mid- 
way across the lawn Mrs. Cameron paused. 


‘The summer house is in this direction,” she 
** You will come with me—-will 


said abruptly. 
you not? Doctor Graham will excuse us, I am 
sure. 

** Yes—on condition that neither of you takes 
cold,” he answered, smiling. ‘The air is get- 
ting chilly.” 

“Oh, we will be careful!” returned Mrs. 
Cameron, as she slipped her hand within Stan- 
ley’s arm and they turned away, while the two 
men went on towards the house. ‘* How sad 
the music sounds!” said Laura, with a shiver. 
“The river is enough to make one melancholy 
without that dreadful dirge! Are you not very 
tired after such a hard day’s work! How charm- 
ing the oe was! 
Bateman could look so pretty ! 

**She was talking quickly, as if she labored 
under some nervous excitement. Stanley felt 
that the hand upon her arm was not quite 
no a and saw that her companion was very 

ale. 
pa I am not tired,” she answered gently; 
‘but I fear you are. I hope you will be able to 
rest before dinner ; it is not to be until nine, I 
think Lady Marian said.” 

“T am not tired; but I am alittle anxious,” 
Mrs. Cameron rejoined, as they entered the 
pretty rustic summer-house. ‘I cannot think 
what is detaining my husband,” she added, as 
she took her hand from Stanley's arm and 
went restlessly to one of the two windows 
which looked towards the west, and therefore 
received the last rays of the setting sun; then 
as restlessly she came back again. ‘‘ He said 
he would come down early; but he has not 
arrived yet. Francis Ashton too! How 
strange it is! Lady Marian is as much puzzled 
as I am.” 

As much puzzled, but not so much distressed, 
Stanley thought, as the sun shone on the beau- 
tiful pallid face, which bore so strange an ex- 

ression of fear, almost of terror, that Stanley 
erself was startied. 

‘* Perhaps they are late intentionally,” she 
said ene. **Men, as a rule, eschew garden 
parties uniess they are tennis players.” 

‘Francis promised Lady Marian to act as 
host,” Laura remarked restlessly. ‘I cannot 
understand——” She took off her gloves and 
bonnet as she spoke, throwing them carelessly 
upon the wicker table. ‘‘ How hot it is!" sae 
went on, with a wan smile. ‘‘ Doctor Graham 
need not have been afraid of our taking cold!” 

She opened one of the windows to let in the 
fresh evening air, then began moving restlessly 
about the summer-house, a prey to such in- 
tense agitation that Stanley grew more and 
more surprised. She moved from door to win- 
dow, from window to door: she sat down for « 
moment on one of the wicker chairs, then rose 
and moved about again, clasping and unclasp- 
ing her hands in irrepressible nervousness. 

* What can detain them?” she said, as if to 
herself. ‘‘Are they fogether? What shall I 
do? I cannot bear the suspense ?” 

**Are you not distressing yourself need- 
lessly?” asked Stanley gently. ‘‘Ill news al- 
ways travels apace, you know. Nothing can 
have happened. You will make yourself quite 
ill with agitation, dear Mrs, Cameron.” 

She went to the window near which Laura 
was standing and took her hand; it was 
feverishly hot and trembling, while her lips 
were quivering, and her eyes shone brightly. 

Stanley’s gentle touch seemed to influence 
her strangely. She shivered as her eyes met 
Stanley’s for a moment, 

‘*T am ill,” she said unsteadily; “it upsets 
me so to be anxious, and—— Ah, what is that ?” 

She seized Stanley’s arm convulsively as 


the sound of footsteps without fell up- 
on her ears. Two gentlemen were 
sauntering slowly down one of _ the 


gravel paths in the neighborhood of the sum- 
mer-house ; but a glance sufficed to show that 
they were strangers. Laura’s clasp of Stan- 
ley's arm relaxed; she fell heavily against the 
wall, breathing quickly. 

** Let me take you back to the house,” said 
Stanley kindly. ‘ You are overfatigued, and 
consequently nervous, You want half an hour's 
rest.” 

‘Tam not tired,” Laura answered faintly ; 
*“*but I am frightened. I have been in a state 
of fear all day. You cannot understand, be- 
cause you do not know.” 

She was white to her lips, and trembled so 
that Stanley feared she might fall. 

*Do sit down!” pleaded the girl, pushing 
forward a wicker-chair and gently forcing her 


to be seated, ‘ : 

“Tam ill!” she murmured faintly. ‘‘ Don’t 
leave me! Stay with me! Ah!” 

She sprang to her feet with a bitter cry, her 
eyes fixed upon the open doorway. Stanley 
startled and alarmed, followed the direction of 
Cameron and Francis 

them. The lawyer 
looked very pale, but perfectly calm and impas- 
sive ; while Hugh's face was dark with a great 
and terrible anger, and his lips were set sternly 
and relentlessly. 

His wife knew, as she too tarried there 
awaiting his coming, that the blow had fallen, 
and the pallor deepened on her face as, with a 
last despairing effort of her pride, she stood 
erect by the table, leaning her hand pea it; 
while Stanley turned wonderingly to the two 
men as they came awiy across the velvety 
press and mounted the steps leading 
nto the summer house, As they did so, Stanley 
heard the woman near her whisper : 

“Te has come at last! It has come!” 


(To be continued, ) 


her glance, and saw Hugh 
aa comi ae 


Lord 
and well. Stanley a 
nto 
ee relief by the crimson boat-cushions. 
She looked very sweet and serious, the 
Dr. Graham thought 
80 also as he watched her from the other end 


hey were almost silent 
as the Earl, wit. sme Dovrecea! strokes, urged 

they passed 
ens, from many of 
which came the shouts and laughter of youth- 


added, smiling at him 


The 

river was growing gray and dim, and dusky 

shadows were oe to gather among the 
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I had no idea that Lola 


The Sweetest Song. 



































the other a _ scroll 
of palms. 


laurel 


c 
wreath 


by 


the grave of the t in Tunis. 
verse is inscri u 
written by Robert S. 
the poet’s death : 


“Sure when thy gentle spirit fled 
To realms above the azure dome, 
With arms outstretched God’s angels said, 
Welcome to Heaven’s Home Sweet Home.” 


was thirty years after the death of 
the Washington millionaire, W. W. 


ing place in Tunis. 


Consul at the time of his death. 


found that the long roots of a tree 


and were interlaced over the poet’s forehead 
like the caressing fingers of one who loved him 


tured face of the figure on the monument. 


are copied from that design. 
the mustache the poet really wore. 


change made. 
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The Pleasures of Baldness. 


That bald Cwsar, the famed Roman wight, is 
known to have disliked being bald. Hence, his 
detracturs declared, his love of the laurels of 
victory. Certaialy it were a seemly thing if 
our elderly generals could dine out and go to 
the play in such laurels as they may happen to 
have won; for baldness, thouzh indispensable 
to a young doctor or solicitor, and highly desir: 
able in a statesman, is not coveted by the sons 
of Mars. A young physician, in a letter to one 
of the papers, very touchingly bewails the slim- 
ness of his purse and the thickness of his am- 
brosia locks. “The high and dome-like fore- 
head” which is admired in the busts and effi- 
gies of Shakespeare seems to this youth a fea- 
ture indi+pensable in his profession. Yet he, of 
all men, should have the remedy at hand, and 
be skilled in the depilatory art. He has 
only to purchase or mix the antidote 
to those prescriptions for lengthening and 
thickening the tresses which are advertised in 
the beautiful decorations of our hoardings. It 
has been subtly remarked that many wise and 
wealthy persons remain bald. But. perhaps, 
the wealthy and wise are intelligent enough to 
keep the advantages which Nature or the wear- 
ing of ill-ventilated hats has given them, sper 
know when they are well off, like the poet an 
orator, C. Licinius Calvus, who, after the man- 
ner of the Living Skeleton, was probably proud 
of the title. The voung doctor values a head 
early denuded at about £500 a year, and, really, 
if he is acquainted with his business, he 
ought soon to possess that shining place, 
where, as the elderly riddle ae remarks, 

ing. He thinks that a flowing 

has its market value, yet he does 

not seem to have remarked t the owners of 

flowing beards are usually very bald men. It 

is as if Nature could not support the growth of 

oe ems gacnare tee hood parr ba leeeneh ee 

the chin unshorn may as 

the desired condition. Even 

imals, he maintains, have an 
on for the ornament 


there is no 
beard 


which 
he illustrates this by the 
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of their visit, The shaft is of white Carrara 
marble, resting on a base of granite six feet 
square. On the sides are medallions in relief, 
one bearing a lyre inclosed in a wreath of 
a 
By the side of the grave re- 
poses the marble slab which formerly covered 
A memorial 
pon its surface. It was 
Chilton when he heard of 


The whole plat is a mass of green laurel. It 
ron that 

orcoran, 
whose remains now rest in the same ceme- 
tery, had the dust of the poet brought back 
to his native land from its original bury- 
Mr. Payne was American 
It was an 
event that roused the interest of two hemi- 
spheres. When his body was disinterred it was 
uarding 
the grave had crept down and into the coffin, 
A singular mistake was made in the sculp- 
e 
was represented with a beard, and nearly all 
the views of the monument in the guide books 
Bat the beard 
has been removed, and the face now shows only 
The bust 
was sent back to the sculptor to have this 





pagueinees cf an ostrich. The benighted | event, covered with 


corpses mummified by the 
soda, with aii “the 








bird to hatch the head of a/| action of nitrate of 
wiaaingon "th era of tn Howat ening pgionman-in South (Aten we | ground fe inprguaied hor are {00 Par 
Payne, the author of the heart's 1 Home, | Presume. was flattering, but embar- | vians still awaiting burial, and many carcases 
Sweet Home, It is located at Oak Hill, the rassing on the whole, for the ostrich is aj of horses, in a com tive state of 
beautifal city of the dead in Georgetown bird with a strong sense of its personal dignity. | tion. Seen Oy, moonlight, the field presents an 
where many illustrious names are carved upon ‘* Hell has no fury like” an ostrich duped, in its | imposing and terrible picture. 
tombs. It 1s near the gate and visitors are not | ™#ternal instincts especially, nor can one | —— 
compelled to ask the way or submit to an seriously believe that the Engishman was the 
rules except the ordin ones forbidding thera happier for the fowl’s misplaced affections. If T 
to desecrate the graves by carrying off trophies | *4¢ young physician is right, we may perhaps (0), 


expect to see depilatories as popularly recom- 
mended as the contrary kind of nostrum. But, 
while a dozen advertisers offer to make the fat 
thin, nobody has yet discovered a way of 
making the thin fat. Baldness, according to 
the doctor, is the result of fatty degeneration, 
and persons naturally lean cannot, ed taking 
thought, degenerate in this desirable direction. 
Sitting up late in an atmosphere of gas may do 
a deal, and the tall hat of modern life is 
also valuabie to persons who covet an appear- 
ance of precocious wisdom, Every kind of dis- 
sipation is also recommended; but this pre- 
scription has obvious disadvantages, and iseven 
uncertain. It is not recorded that Mr. Bob 
Sawyer and Mr. Benjamin Allen rose in their 
profession by baldness; yet no young men 
ever did more to deserve this gift. To be early 
gray seems rather the privilege of poets than 


of physicians, if we may judge by the cases of 
Ronsard. vy . be- 
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Shelley and ere is reason to 
lieve that Byron would have been bald had he 
lived a little longer, and it is a matter of curi- 
ous speculation whether his success would not 
have waned with his curls and when his deys 
were really in the yellow leaf. On the other 
haud, he was just the man to wear a wig. The 
poet, in the following stanza, celebrates a sage 
who agreed with the young doctor : 
“ There was an old person of Bristol. 
Who had a bald head and a pistol ; 
He shot all the aldermen 
Because they were balder men— 
And then blew out his brains with the pistol.” 
—London Saturday Review, 
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A Ghastly Spectacle. 


An American traveler relates that the battle- 
tield of Tarapaca, on which “Peruvians and 
Chilians met in deadly struggle on November 
17, 1879, is to-day still, i. e., ten years after the 
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"ale ta | Cortoneales 


Carbuncles result from a debilitated, im-| For years I was afflicted with Car 
poverished, or impure condition of the! buncles on the back of my neck. They 
blood. ‘Tliey are a source of great suffer-| were a source of much suffering. I com- 
ing, and are liable to appear in large |menced taking Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, which 
tuumbers, unless overcome by the use of | cured the Carbuncles, and has since kept 
some powerful alterative. Ayer’s Sarsa-) me entirely free from them; my uppetite 
parila cures these painful tumors, and also | has improved, and I am in better health 
prevents them, by removing their cause, | than ever before. —O. Snell, Lowell, Mass. 


One year ago [ suffered from Boils and{ I was troubled, for a long time, witb a 
Carbuneles, and for nearly two months | humor which appeared on my face in ugly 
wus unable to work. I was entirely Pimples and Blotches. By 


Cured By Taking 


taking two bottles of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla.| Ayer’s Sarsaparilla I was cured. I con. 
—Leunder J. McDonald, Soley street, | sider this medicine the best blood purifier 
Charlestown, Muss. in the world. —Charles H. Smith, North 
For some time past, until recently, my | Craftsbury, Vt. 
blood wus in a disordered condition. I had numbers of Carbuncles on my 
was covered from head to foot with small, | neck and back, with swellings in my arme 
and very irritating, blotches. After using pits, and suffered greatly. Nothing re- 
three bottles of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, I am| lieved me until I taking Ayer’s 
entirely cured. —C. Ogden, Camden, N. J.| Sarsaparilla. This icine resto me 
I suffered with Boils every spring, for | to health.—Selby Carter, Nashville, Tena. 


yeurs, until I began taking By taking a few bottles of Ayer’s Sar- 


Ayer’s Sar|saparilla 
sect, Seapine pipe) Lene ater 


Portsmouth, Va, 
Prepared by Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mas. ' Gold by all druggists. Price $17 six bottles, 66 
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| _ “Conditionally; = am certain—certain 
oat he Sot ahd whiperse, after tea to ite a letter to Mrs. Vane. She 
Then there was a little pause. 
he felt that she was bracin 
something which was hard 
“T have made u 
length, “‘to take not 
that is dear to her. 


CHAPTER XXXIII.—ConTINvUED. 


Hubert drew his breath hard. She tried to 
t was the meaning of 







— what she an 
strange soun 
wit ease, wes - but I know that 
ve course ; 
rath ld never have done the deed 
tetohim. He was ki 
, although he lived in re 
t some of the ordinary laws of societ 
base or mean about him. 
killed a man, he would not have told 
he would have said that he had 
done it and borne the punishment. He was a 
brave man; he was not a m 
Still Hubert did not answer. He dared not 
let ber see his face; she must not know the 
tori ure her words inflicted on him, 


on. 

**Lately I have thought that it would be 
better for me to face the whole thing out, and 
not act as if I were ashamed of my father, who 
is no murderer, but a mart 
man, I took my first step last night by telling 
ane that ‘ West’ was only an 
assumed name. I had never said that before. 

you remember how she looked at me—how 
she hated me—when we stood outside the gates 
of Beechfield Park that afternoon? The sight 
of me made her ill; and, if she knew me by 
my right name, it would make her ill again. 
If I had known that you were their cousin, I 
— +g — = see my face! 

“Cyn ave a e mercy 
enabenly starting up and dashing his hair back 
from his discolored distorted face. 
think I am such a brute? What does it matter 
to me about your father? Was I so unkind, so 
cruel to you when you were a child that you 
eannot trust me now?” 

*-No,” she said, looking at him gently, but 
with a sort of aloofness which he had never 
seen in her before ; “‘ you were very 
You saved me from the workhouse ; 
you would not even let me go to the charity 
school that Mrs. Rumbold recommended. You 
rl, and said that some 
ther again.” She put 
her hand to her throat, as if choked by some 
hysteric symptom, but at once controlled her- 
*“T see it all now. 

, that I was sent to St. 
was made into something 
ou to whom 


certain 
: with the faults of its orthography corrected, 
sor a ee sa at | the letter finally stood thus : 
ing away from Enid Vane “Mapam,—I thought you might like to know 
Do you remember how she | as how there is a gentleman, named Reuben 
leaded with you for me? Do you remember | Dare, lodging here at. my aunt’s as seems to 
ow good she was—how kind? She gave me | have a secret interest in hfield. I think, 
her shilling because I had had no food that day, | but Iam _ not quite sure, that he spent a few 
I never spent it—I have that shilling still. I | days at the Beechfield inn not-long ago. He is 
have worn it ever since, as a sort of talisman | tall and thin and brown, with white hair and 
She felt in her bosom and | beard and very black eyes. He will not talk 
brought out the coin attached by a little string | much about Beechfield, and yet seems to know 
“Tt has been my greatest | it well. Says he comes from America. He was 
treasure! I have had so few treasures in my | walking for a long time in Kensington Gardens 
life. And do you think I am going to be un- | this morning wit 
teful? If it broke niy heart to give you up, = the name of apr West and is a singer. 
would not hesitate one moment, when I had 7 
reason to think that you were plighted to Enid | liberty of informing you that Mr. H. Lepel 









my —, a 
that you a 
tender- 






against evil,” 

































































around her neck. 


She drew herself away from him asshe spoke, | marry her. She is what gentlemen 

Hubert stood be- | looking, though too dark for my taste. It does 

fore her, his eyes on the floor, his lips white and | not seem to be generally known that she has a 

hat could he say? . 

ing but his love to plead—and his love looked a “*SaBINA MELDRETH.” 

and common thing beside that ports of| Mrs. Vane read this letter with considerable 

; . that eee — that “ 

of noble passion which at that moment made : 

Cynthia’s face beautiful indeed, with closed lips and knitted brows; then she 
“I will see you no more,” she said. ‘ You 

must go back to Enid Vane, and you must make | any strangers have been visiting Beechfield 

I have another work to do. | jately?” 

In my own way I--I shall be happy too. There | (Qh, yes, ma'am! There was an old gentle- 

is a double barrier between us, and we must | man at the Crown a few days ago. The t- 

never meet again.” Som 
“Is it a barri: 

down, Cynthia? 
“No,” she said—‘not unless my father is “Yes, ma’am—‘ Mr. Dare.’” 

shown to be innocent to the world and the “The woman at the postoffice told you that? 

stain removed from his name—not unless we | pid you ever see him ?” 

are sure—sure that Enid Vane has no affection \ 

for you save that of a cousin and a friend. 

And those things are impossibilities; so we 


e. 
if he had not understood her 
words, He muttered something, and clutched 
at the table behind him as if to keep himself 


your aunt Miss and rose to her full height. 


erted Hubert, her happy. For m 


er that can never be broken | America.” 


told me to be a good Be or say good- 


day I should see my 


self = ee 
through you, I sup 
Elizabeth’s, where 
like a civilized being. 
they applied as to whether I should be removed 
from the lower to the upper school; and you— 

our charity to the murderer's i 
—you paid for me forty pounds a year. 
not know that I had so much to be grateful for 
fts from you since, not 
knowing; but this is the last of it—I will never 
take another now !” 

** Are you so proud, Cynthia, that you cannot 
bear me to have helped you a little 
I did not know, I never guessed that you were 
But can you never for- 
give me for having done my best for you? Do 
k I love you one whit the less?” 

see—you think that lam u 

nthia, and that it is my 
Well, so it is—this kind 
at I wil] not accept gifts from those 
who believe my father to be a guilty man when 
I believe in hisinnocence. They did well never 
to tell me who was my benefactor—for whom I 
ray when I was at St. Eliza- 
known, the place would not 
was old enough 
At first I was too ignorant, 
too much stupefied by the whole thing to under- 
stand that the Vanes were keeping me at 
school and supporting me. It is horrible—it is 
sickening—to send my father to prison, to the 
gallows, and his child to school! 
have let me go to the workhouse! 
think I wish to be indebted to people who 
think my father a murderer?” 

“You mistake!” said Hubert quickly. 
Vanes knew nothing about it. 
bold ever said so, it was niy fault. 
like her to think that I was doing it alone. 
And, as for me, Cynthia, I never thought your 
fa' her guilty— never |” 

He trembled beneath the burning gaze she 
turned on him, and his color changed from 
white to red, and then to white again. 
felt as if he had been guilty of the meanest 
subterfuge of his whole life. 

**You never thought so?” she said witha 
“Then who was guilty? Who 
did that murder, Hubert? Do—you—know ?” 

She could not say, ‘‘ Was your sister guilty, 
and you are shielding her?’ 

He looked at her helplessly. His tongue 
clave to the roof of his mouth; he could not 
With a bitter cry she fell upon her 
knees before him and seized his hands, 

*You know—you know! 
my father’s name! 


“Impossibilities indeed!” he said hoarsel 
after a moment’s pause. *‘Good-bye, C nthial’ 
Struck with pity for his h 
nthia came up to him, put her 
oulders, and kissed his cheek. 

I said more than I 


hollow eyes, C 
hands on his s 
“IT was mad just now! 
think I meant, Hubert. Forgive me before you 
but never come here n.” 
eir eyes met, and then some instinct 
prompted her to whisper very low : 
**Could you not, even now, save my father if 


leaded with him in 
and, looking into her face, he 
ad never thought to answer in 


“Yes, Cynthia ; if I took his place, I could.” 


CHAPTER XXXIV. 


Westwood had scouted Cynthia’s notion that 
the woman in black who seemed to be following 
them could possibly be a spy; nevertheless he 
meditated upon it with some anxiety, and re- 
solved, on his arrival at his lodgings, to be wary 
and circumspect—also to show that he was on 
his guard. He relapsed therefore into the very 
uncommunicative ‘single 
Mrs. Gunn, his landlady, h 
to be, and refused rather gruffly her invitation 
that afternoon to take tea with her in her own 
parlor in the company of herself and her niece. 

‘*He’s grumpier than ever, she said to this 
niece, who was no other than Sabina Meldreth, 
ying a visit—on business principles—of 
indefinite duration to her aunt’s abode in Cam- 
den Town ; “‘and I did think that you’d melted 
him a bit last week, Sabina! 
as wax! Let’s sit down to our tea before it gets 
black and bitter, as he won't come.” 

**He must have seen me in the Gardens,” 
said Sabina, who was dressed in the brightest 
of blue gowns, with red ribbons at her throat 
should never have 
thought that he would recognize me, being in 
black and having that thick black fall over my 


Surely his good angel 
Cynthia's ee 


Westwood's daughter. answered as he 





entleman” whom 


have he.d me for a day when 
at first found him 


to understand ! 









But he’s as close 
If Mrs. Rum- 








“TI don’t see what you want to foller him 
for!” said Mrs. Gunn. 
yours was it where he went and what he did? 
I don’t think you'll ever make anything of 
him”—for Miss Meldreth had begun to harbor 
matrimonial designs on the unconscious Mr, 
Reuben Dare. 

‘I’m not so sure,” said Sabina. 
man by himself, and you can do a’most any- 
thing with him, so long as there’s no other 
woman in the way.” 

** And is there another woman in the way?” 

** Yes, Aunc Eliza, there is.” 

** You don’t say so!” exclaimed Mrs. Gunn, 
emptying the water jug into the tea-pot in 
pure absence of mind, 


* Yes, aunt Eliza, I did.” . 

** And what was she like, Sabina ?” 

** Well, some folks would call her handsome,” 
said Sabina dubiously ; ‘and she was dressed 
like a lady—I’ll say that for her. 
odd is that I'm nearly sure I heard her call him 
‘Father.’ She’s young enough to be his daugh- 


hat business o’ 










Oh, Hubert, clear 
Never mind whom you 
Let the punishment fall on the 
head of the wrong-doer—not on my dear 
I will forgive you for having been 
silent so long, if now you will only s 
will love you always, I will 
you will but let the truth be 
He gathered his forces together by an almost 
superhuman effort, and managed to speak at 
last ; but the sweat stood in great drops on his 


“You saw him with 






ve you my life, if 


thia, don't—don’t speak so, for God's 
I know nothing, I have nothing to 


J, 
call her anything?’ 
*“T couldn’t hear. 
did afterwards, aunt Eliza ; 
when she came out at the gate—and she didn’t 
She went straight to a house in 
Norton square, and I man 
inquiries about her at a confectioner’s shop in 
The house belongs to a 
rlis a singer, ‘ Cyn- 


Clinging to his knees, she looked up at him, 
her eyes full of supplication. 

**Ig the cost too great?” she cried. 
the truth for my sake—for 
Cynthia's sake?” 

Scarcely knowing what he did, he pushed 
back his chair, and wrenched himself free from 
her entreating 

** I eannot bear this, Cynthia ! 
But it is of no use; i 


‘ll tell you what I 
I followed her 


the neighborhood. 
music-mistress ; and this 
thia West,’ they call her—I’ve seen her name in 
the newspapers. Well, I thought I would wait 
round a bit, and presently I saw a man go to 
the house to deliver a note; and thinks I to 
myself, ‘I know that face.’ And soI did. It 
Mr. Lepel’s man, Jenkins 
down with him to Beechfield. 

“You don’t say so!” cried Mrs, Gunn, rais- 
ing her hands in amazement, 

** He knew me,” Sabina proceeded, tranquilly ; 
‘*and so we had a little chat together. I says 
to him: ‘ Who is it you take notes to at num- 
ber five—the old lady or the 
says he, ‘the young one, to 


If I could—- 
have nothing—nothing 


He had moved away from her; but he came 
back when he saw that she had fallen forward 
with her face on the chair where he had been 
sitting. He leaned over her. 
thought that she had fainted; but presently 
the movement of her shoulders showed him 
that she was but vainly endeavoring to sup- 
press a burst of agonizing sobs. 

* Cynthia,” he said, “believe in my love, 
If you believe in nothing else, you 
be sure of that.” 
laid his hand gently round her neck, and, 
id nit repulse him, knelt 
beside her and tried to draw her to his breast. 
For a few minutes she let her head rest on his 
shoulder, and clung to him as if she could not 
When she grew calmer, he began 
to whisper tender words into her ear. 

**Cynthia, I will give up all the world for 
Let us go away from En d 
ether, and live only for each other, darling! 
somewhere, away from 
ndon, could we not ! 







, as used to come 


ung one?’ ‘Oh,’ 
sure. Scrump- 
‘Cynthia West?’ says 
* Yes,’ he says—‘*and Mrs. Hubert Le 
if I've got eyes to see! He's always 
hat ain't very likely,’ I said, ‘be- 
cause he’s got a young lady in the country. 
‘One in the country and one in the town," & 
says, with a wink—-' that’s the usual style, isn’t 
it?’ And, seeing that he was disposed to be 
familiar, I said good day to him and came 


away. 
” What will 


shall let Mrs. Vane know. 
have a sort of handle against her brother, I’m 
And these people—Mr. Dare and 
seem to have got some to do 
with Beechfield, for I’m certain it was to - 
field he went when he left here for that fort- 
ve no address—that was natural 
‘d got the Whitminster label on 


finding that she 














your dear sake ! 


‘ou do now then, Sabina?” 
Sabina refiectively, “I think I 


toil and strife o 
you only, dearest—only you ! 
o to America and see whe 
your poor father, who, I have heard, is 
and we could cheer his last days 
ill you not make me happy in this 
way, Cynthia? Be my wife, and let us forget 


She had wept so vio- 
? You do not 


I count the world 
trust me again! 





all the world beside.” 
She shook her head. 
that at first she could not 
hy do you shake your head 
doubt my love? My darlin, 
well lost for you! 
Do you think I mind what the world 
what my relatives say? You are Cyn 
and whose 


w 
hing—nothing at all! 
* But it matters to a she 
“and I cannot consent, 
t, don’t say that! You must con- 

chance of happiness lies with 
th you.” 


ha ised yourself,” she mur- 
Tea ye ? 






his bag when he came back, 
West was being courted by 

father wanted to know who 
all about him, he migh 


he wanted to find —- 

SHER Hs ond eae 
ea o m 

by choasan's Me have 





Whispered, bro- 





Serta mien 
out w was 
when I had alread 
Whitminster so we 

# It seems to me 
something to 


sent! Your onl 
me, and mine 


m 
belonged 
conceal; and I'd like to 
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far!” 

“Farther than you think,” was Miss Mel- 
dreth’e reply. “He's afraid of me, or else he 
would have come to tea this afternoon. Anda 
——— always manage a man that’s afraid 

Fortified by this conviction, Sabina sat down 


uring was not a very deft scribe, and the spelling of 
a sora words was a mystery to her. But, 


& young woman that goes 
e calls him ather.’ Madam, I take the 


visits her constant, and is said to be ® going to 


e had noth- | parent living. ‘‘ Yours respectfully, 





ntensity | surprise. She meditated upon it for some time 


== bell for Parker. 


arker,” she said, ‘‘can you tell me whether | —Puck. 


ffice woman told me that he came 
Soeatian” ribly fagmed !” 


* Do you know his name?” 


** Yes, ma'am. He spoke to me one evening 
when I'd run out with a letter, and asked me 
the way to the Hall.” 

* And then?” 

** He said he’d heard of a Mr. Lepel at Beech- 
fidld, ma'am,” said Parker, rather reluctantly 
‘and that he knew a Mr. Lepel and wondered 















































whether it was thesame. But it wasn’t. The| ‘‘No,” he sai 
"3 or he knew was short and fair and was | against the writin 
m ; the Mr. Lepel that came here,asI| ‘‘ Hubert,” 
‘ace and | told him, was dark and tall and engaged to 


Miss Vane.” 

“You had no right to tell him that, Parker ; 
it is not public property.” 

“TI beg your pardon, I'm sure, ma’am! I’d 
heone_* so often that I thought everybody 

new. ¢ 

“What else did this Mr. Dare say?”—“ I 
don’t remember, ma’am.” 

** Did he ask no more questions? Did heask, 
for instance, whether Mr. Lepel was not very 
fond of Miss Vane?” 

“Well, yes, ma’am ; now you mention it, I 
think he did—though how you came to guess 


** Never mind how I came to guess it. What 
did [= say?” 

**T said that he worshipped the ground she 
trod upon, and that she was just the same 
with him.” 

“And pray how did you know that?”— 
Parker shuffled. 

** Well, ma’am, I couldn’t rightly say ; but 
it’s what is general with young ladies and 
young gentlemen, and it wouldn’t have looked 
well, I thought, to ha’ said anythink else.” 

“Oh, I see! The remark was purely con- 
ventional,” said Flossy cynically. ‘I congratu- 
late you, Parker, on always doing as much 
harm as you can whenever you take anything 
in om Did he seem pleased by what you 
sai »” 

‘** Not exactly pleased, ma’am—nor displeased; 
I think, if anything, he was more pleased than 


loomy tone. 


not. ; your aid.” 

“That will do,” Mrs. Vane said shortly ; and 
Parker retired, much relieved in her mind by 
having come off, as she considered, so well. 

Mrs. Vane proceeded to electrify the house- 
hold the next morning by declaring that she 
must at once go up to London in order to see 
her dentist. She announced her intention at a 
time when the general, much to his annoyance, 
could not possibly accompany her. She said to 
him very sweetly that she had chosen that hour 
on purpose because she did not want to put 
him to needless inconvenience, and that she 
preferred to go with Parker only as her com- 
panion, She hated to be seen,sbe said, when 
she was in pain. 

The general fumed and fretted; but, as he 
had an important meeting to attend at Whit- 
minster that day, he could but put his wife 
into the train and give Parker endless irjunc- 
tions to be careful of her mistress. Parker 
promised fervently to do all that lay in her 
power ; and with a serene smile Flossy listened 
to the general's orders and her maid’s assevera- 
tions with equal tranquility. They had the 
carriage ail to themseives; aud not until the 
train was nearing London did Mrs. Vane rouse 
herself from the semi-slumber in which she 
seemed to have passed the journey. Then she 
sat up suddenly, with a curious!y wide-awake 
ang poseinte air, and addressed herself to her 
maid. 

**T shall not require you at al. to-day, Par- 
ker. I brought you only because the general 
would never have allowed me to come alone; 
but I dislike being attended by aay one when I 
go to the dentist’s or the doctor’s, You may 
wait at the railway station until Icome back. 
I may be only an hour, or I may be gone all 


satisfied. 


**Once get a 


the Times. 


But what's 


= It is not ve 


y. tone struck 

‘* The general's orders, ma’am,” Parker, 
with a gasp; but her mistress cut the sentence 
short at once. 

**] suppose you understand that you are my 
servant and not the general's?” she said. ‘You 
will obey my orders if you please,” 

She gave the maid some money and instruc- a 
tions to spend as much as she pleased at buffet | another time. 
and book-stall until her return, 

“ Enjoy yourself as niuch as you like and as 
much as you can,” said Mrs. Vane, carelessly— 
**only don’t stir from the station, for when I 
come back I shall want you at once.” 

She installed the faithful Parker safely in the 
waiting-room, and then went out and got into 
a cab—not a hansom cab; Mrs. Vane did not 
wish to be seen in her drive through the Lon- 
don streets. The address whivh she gave to 
the cabman was not that of her dentist, but of 
the lodgings at present tenanted by her brother. 

Parker remained at the station in a state of 
tearful collapse. She was terribly afraid of 
being questioned and stormed at by the gen- 
eral when she got back for neglect of her trust. 
She was certainly what Fiossy had called her— 
**a faithful fool.” She wanted to do all that her 
mistress required; but it had not as yet even 
occurred to her that Mrs. Vane was quite cer- 
tain to require utter silence, towards the _ 
eral and everybody else, on the question of 


to make some 
hat is 


soon be better.” 


She'd be glad to | disposition of the day. And, if silence was | ness and faintness made h 
impossible, a good lie would do as well. | and bury his head in his 
Parker had not yet grasped the full amount , Fi 
of devotion that was ex) of her. and gave strict 
Hubert has seld: be sent for at once. 
his life than when the it] lady for the present at least 
who was ushered into his sitting-room proved | her leave p 
to be his never visited | town that af 
And, if Miss | him before. He up from his writing-| Jenkins wen 
Lepel, and her table, whiah: ne piled with books told him 
ig tathot that | the grate sid greed her withs mfstary of | nm 
r an a 
go to. I su fi a ment, which amused if it 
i was pee Aes the astute Vi - , 
And I’ve a sort ’ indeed an pncppected pleasure 
ne hope are not the of ill news, 


( 





Bob Thingum—Competing with Barnum, I no 


Watts Hisname—No. So many imitations of alligator-skin—had to have it made up whole, 





It Was Not To Be. 


Little Rudolph falls desperately in love with 
Ida, who is in the girls’ department of the same 
school, so he squeezes the followin 
into her hand at recess: ‘“‘ DEAR . 
ou marry me? 
My Dear RvupoLra,— 
I love you, too, but I can’t marry you, a8 there 
are already too many children in our family.”. 


said Hubert, smiling faintly, 
* But you do not look at all well, Hubert. 
What is the matier with you? You look ter- 


Her remark was justified by his appearance. 
His face had a drawn look which added ten 
= to his age; his eyes seemed almost to 

ave sunk into his head. He made an im- 
patient gesture, and looked away. 

“ T have not been very well,” 
there is no need to speak about it. 
ay: and I want rest—change of scene an 
a ‘> 


** Why not come down to Beechfield ?” 
He gave a slight but perceptible shudder. 
and then stood leaning 
le, and was silent. 

his sister, a little more 
d that I wanted 


you so much, Won't 
reply was as follows: 


e said; “ but 








quickly than usual, ‘‘[ sai 
see my dentist, but I had another reason for 
Can you tell me where I can 
find a file of the Times newspaper for the early 
months of the year 187—?”—she mentioned the 
year of Sydney Vane’s death and the trial uf 
Andrew Westwood. 

*“You want—the trial?” said her brother, 
wane evident effort. She bowed her head. 


coming to town. 


JAMES GOOD & CO. 


Sole Agents, Toronto 


SAVOY HOTEL 


Victoria Embankment 
LONDON 


MAGNIFICENT RIVER VIEW 
LUXURIOUS SUITES WITH 
PRIVATE BATH ROOMS 
ELECTRIC LIGHT EVERYWHERE 
NO GAS 


““I have forgotten one or two points in the 
evidence. I want to recall them to my mind.” 
He stood looking at her silent] 
**It doesn’t matter,” she 
difference, and rising as if to t 
“*T can see the papersin a public library, no 
doubt. The General would not have a copy 
left in the house. - 
“It is needless,’ Hu 





t answered, in a 
“I have kept copies myself. 

ait a moment, and I will bring them to you.” 

**T thought that you would probably possess 
them,” said Flossy softly, as she settled herself 
once more in her comfortable ch 

He went into another room, and soon re- 
turned bearing in his arms a little pile of 
yess, yellow indeed with age, bu 

ane noticed, completely free 
was evident that some one else had been very 
lately perusing them ; but she made no com- 
ment on the subject. 

“Go on with 
ginning to take o 
able coolness, ‘‘ I 
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AND DAY BY HOT WATER 
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t, 5 
from dust. It 


our writing,” she said, be- 
loves with admir. 


at I want without 


He gave her a long look, then set the papers 
on a little table beside her and returned to his 
own seat. He did not however begin to write | 
again. He turned the chair almost with its | 
back to Mrs, Vane, and clasped his hands be- 
hind his fine dark head. In this position he 
remained perfectly motionless until she h 
finished her examination of the newspapers. 
In a quarter of aa hour she declared herself 


CE SS oe 


‘* Have you found all that you wanted ?” 

**Oh, yes, thank you!” 
she had certainly secured—the fact that West- 
wood’s daughter had been named * Cynthia 
Janet.” “Cynthia Janet Westwood ”—'‘'C)n- 
thia West"—it was plain enough to her quick 
intelligence that the two were one and the 
same. Hubert had never tho 
for the name of Westwood's little daughter in 


lightly, “‘I hear 
ow often is it that 
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ht ‘of looking 


** By-the-bye,” said Floss 
sad tales of you in town, 
you go tosee the new singer—Miss West? Has 
poor Enid a rival?” 

He did not look round; but she saw that her 
question sent a shock through his nerves, 

** I donot know what you mean,” he answered 


cog. ; 

“*Oh, do you not? You may as well s,péak 

the truth—to me, Hubert. 

mor Miss West or Miss Vane—which ?” 
* Neither, I think.” 


** Don’t be absurd. 
Miss West ?’—‘ No. 


**Shall you mee 
ry 


ikely that she will marry 





MAKE THE TRIAL. 


It will only cost 25 cents 
for a box and cannot hurt 


They do not affect the bowels 


ell & Kinnear 


COLBORNE STREET 


Are you going to 


,, Are you going to marry 1 


2, 
Something in the intense dreariness of his 
on Florence’s ear. She 
rose and put her hand on Hubert’s shoulder. 
wed: the matter with you, Hubert?” 

He shook off her hand as if it had been a 
noxious reptile of which he desired to rid him- 
self, and rose to hi 

“You must not mind what I sa 
Florence. I am not well. I—I 





The merchants and professional gentle 
men of Toronto preter to lunch at the Col- 
borne Street restaurant, where everything 
is under Mr. Fred Jewell’s personal super- 
vision, to going where they would not find 
the same individual attention. 


lenty of times, I 
to show itself 
You are not 


‘““Of course you will 
hope!” A look of dismay 
in Flossy’s velvet-brown eyes. 
contemp ating any new st 

** Don’t be alarmed!” he said, with a hoarse 
‘** Before I take any new 
step I will come to you. I will not leave you 
without a warning.” Then he seemed 
cover his self-possession and s 
measured tones. 
concern yourself about me ! Tha 
ache—that is all. If I am left alone, I shall 


said Flossy, rather 


Cuisine first- 


py ge oy JEWELL & KINNEAR 


orence—don’t 
ve a bad head. 


“I hope you will,” 
gravely, “for you look alarmingly 

ou should send for the doctor, 
now I will say good-bye, for I have two or three 
other things to do to-day, besides going to m 
dentist’s, The cab is at the door; you n 
not come down.” 

He rose, as she really expected him to do, 
; buta = of dizzi- 

own again 
Considerabl 
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to see her to her cab 


r 

fee that she had 
dake foe ate de ae 
romising to call again before she left 


t for the doctor, as Mrs, Vane 





-unconsc' state, and declared 
to be in one of the incipient stages ot aie 
(To be Continued, ) 
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CHAPTER XXXVII. 


es, gliding along so smoothly, with 
The eae ivaleina, ih vet validings ane 
warehouses on either side of it, and the con- 


ts precious freights, w 


stant stream of busy human life crossing and 
re crossing its bridges, might have been im- 
agined to glide on even more smoothly where 

retty Villas rose upon its banks and smooth, 
Privety green lawns sloped down to its very 


edges. 


it was the same river—and yet how different! 
Instead of dingy houses and factories and 
smoking amere, there were pretty white 


cottages and red 


ck mansions nestling amid 


the trecs, their gardens bright with summer 
flowers, their windows shining in the sun. 
There were no penny steamers, no coal-laden 
barges on its smooth bosom here, but ly- 


painted launches, dainty little 
with brilliant-colored 
girls nolding the tiller-ro 


Lady Mar 


re-boats 
cushions, and pretty 


Ashton’s Sinety the Nook, stood 


in a sheltered bend of the river, and was one 


of the prettiest houses on the 


ks of the 


Thames. There were fine old trees on its 


lawns, and the grounds were quite extensive. 


The house itself was of red brick, which time 


had mellowed to a dee 
nized perfectly wit 
it was embowered, 


the green 


rich shade which har- 
in which 
There was a picturesque 


little boat-house and landing-place, and an 
equally picturesque summer. house, with wicker 


furniture upholstered in gaudy Liberty cre- 


toanes, Which was a favorite resort of the mis- 
tress of the Nook and her guests. 

“The glorious first of June” was the day 
fixed for Lola Bateman’s wedding and for Lady 
Marian’s garden party—an annual institution 
which was in great favor among her friends, 

Lola’s wedding, not being an annual institu- 


tion, caused perhaps more excitement than the | 


arden-party. It was a very brilliant affair ; 
fe the day was as sunny and warm as any 
young bride could have desired. The ceremony 
was a very ornate one, with fine music, vest- 
nents, and even a soupcon of incense, and the 
fashionable church was crowded. Lola was too 
essentially a girl of the period not to wish for a 
wedding which would be duly chronicled in the 
society papers as one of the weddings of the 
season; and she had not been too much in love 
—although she was sincerely fond of her fiance 
—to take a very active part in the choice of her 
elaborate trousseau—which was a gift from Sir 
Humphrey—and to be terribly excited over the 
wedding-4feus made by some goost Parisian 
faiseur, which arrived from Paris only a couple 
of hours before that fixed for the marriage. 
When she was arrayed in it, she looked a very 
charmingand self possessed nineteenth. centur 
bride; while the bridegroom, although he h 
lost some of his usual languid impassiveness. 
bore himself calmly and well. 

To Stanley the ceremony was a very trying 
ordeal. Passing up the aisle qnene the fair 
group of bridesmaids, she had looked up fora 
moment, to meet Hugh Cameron's eyes fixed 
upon her with a look of intense sadness ; she 
had caught the expression as she passed, and 
it hainted her ail through the ceremony. But, 
painful as the ordeal was to her, it seemed 
almost more than Hugh himself could bear, 
To see her there, the woman for whom his soul 


‘craved, clac in white like a bride, to hear the 


words spoken which they had hoped to utter 
side by side, and to know that they could never 
be anythi to each other, that the love he 
could not ill was sin and guilt, filled him with 
an agony which it was difficult to endure in 
silence. His face was pale and stern as if it 
were carved in stone; and his wife, standing 
beside him, the most beautiful woman in the 
whole assembly, saw how his hand closed over 
the carved back of the pew in front of them, 
and grasped it with a grasp which showed tne 
intensity of his pain. Her own face, in its 
delicate loveliness, was almost as colorless as 
his own, as, looking around her nervously, she 
saw Francis Asnton’s calm clear-cut face where 
he stood behind one of the pillars of the 
crowded church. 

It was rather late in the afternoon when 

Stanley and her father reached the Nook, and 
Lady Marian’s grounds were bright with the 
gay dresses of her guests. There was a cele- 
brated foreign string-band playing on the lawn, 
and tennis, archery and flirtation were in full 
swing, 
Come Marian, a tall stately woman, with 
none of her sister Lady Sara Cameron’s deli- 
cate loveliness, came forward smilingly to 
meet them. Stanley was somewhat pale from 
the fatigue of the morning, and her eyes 
looked tired ; she wore her white bridesmaid’s 
gown, which was made in a quaint antique 
style, with a white Gainsborough hat. 

Dr. Graham joined them almost immediately; 
and Stanley moved away with him toa seat 
under one of the fine old cedars, 

‘‘How bright and pretty it all is!” the girl 
said wistfully ; she was thinking of another 
garden by the river where she had passed some 
sorrowful moments, and wondering whether 
Hugh Cameron and his wife were present. 

There were too many people for any one to 
be distinguished immediately; but, after a 
time, a group of gentlemen gathered round a 
lady who sat with her profile turned towards 
Stanley broke up to allow some one to move 
away, and Stanley saw that the lady who was 
holding the little court uncer the old cedar 
was Laura Cameron. 

“Mrs. Cameron is here alone,” remarked 
Doctor Graham, as he followed the direction of 
her glance, “Her husband is coming down 
ater. I suppose,” he added, smiling, ‘‘ that 
her gown is a very becoming one, for she looks 
exceedingly beautiful.” 

._ lt is very becoming,” Stanley answered ; 
but Mrs, Cameron's beauty is independent of 
her gowns, She is always lovely.” 

Her admiration was perfectly genuine and 
sincere, She was wondering a little how any 
man married to Laura could resist her beauty 
and charm, A feeling almost like jealousy 
stirred her heart for a moment as she looked 
across at Hugh’s wife. Laura’s dress was of a 
gray material brocaded in a faint pink, witha 
touch of pale green here and there; it shim- 
tered in the sun as its rich folds rested on the 
sward, and her hair gleamed like gold. 

, Doctor Graham, although he mops at Stanley's 
side, by no means monopolized her attention. 
By-and-bye her little court was almost as large 
as Mrs, Cameron's, Sir Humphrey had met 
with an old friend and was walking about with 
him, evidently enjoying the fresh air, and talk- 
ing with more animation than usual. Presently 
Lady Marian came up to Stanley's wicker chair 
puditold her that Sir Humphrey had accepted for 
an and for himself an invitation to remain to 

‘ner, The friend he had been so delighted to 
See—General Treharne—was staying at the 

ok, and one or two of the other guests were 
— to remain, among them Doctor Graham. 
ante smiled and answered pleasantly, but in 
er heart she was not , and she 
to wonder uneasily if Mrs. Cameron and Hugh 
would be among those who were going to stay. 
Wil you come upon the river with me?” 


pein Lord Sevon, coming up to her flushed and 
andsome in his picturesque tennis-suit, “I 
Goat the greatest care of you, Miss 
‘Stanley, remember your promise!” Doctor 
rehamiodl canliags “an he saw the 
shadow which fallen upon the girl’s fair 


face when the Earl had 
1 Will you take the of 
ord Sevon? Ot! se I fear Miss Geran 
atternan She promised me ‘a row 
“And you will b to redeem my prom- 
rl fou ott cl taney, ming oh 
; ver man's p* 
feelings were, he diagaiced’ thems admirably 
end declared he would be delighted. 
It was very pleasant on the river; the sun 


was losing sone of its brightness and warpeh, 


for it was towards evening. Lo 
Sevon rowed 
steering, 


her white thrown 


young man thought. 
80 also as he w 
of the gaily-painted little skiff—too serious. 
far too serious, for so young a woman, the kin 
physician thought. 


the boat through the water; 
prett 


ful tennis-players. 


The air had begun to freshen a little when 
sted that it was time to re- 
evon was reluctantly com- 


t that 
e was 
rather tired, and she felt grateful for the rest— 
afterwards it seemed to her as if it had been 


Dr. Graham su 
turn ; and 
pelled to give heed to the suggestion. 
It was a long time before Stanley for; 
quiet pleasant hour on the river. 


but the calm preceding the awful storm which 


was so soon to burst over her head—but, at the 

without 
rew near 
nd on the 
lawn was playing the Miserere, from Il Trova- 


same time, she was glad to drift alon 
having to talk or smile. When the 
the landing-place of the Nook, the 


tore, and the soft, sad, mournful strains seemed 
in harmony with the evening sky. 


were almost deserted now ; but Mrs. Cameron 


stood by the landing-place, a somewhat desolate 


figure. 


“*I came down to meet you,” she said, in a 


tone that was meant to express gaiety, but 
which jarred upon Stanley’s ears. ‘‘ Almost 
every one has left. Lord Sevon, Lady Marian 
wished me to say that there is a dressing-room 
at your service. Miss Gerant, shall we have 
half an hour’s rest and solitude in the summer- 
house beforejwe go in to prepare for dinner?” 

**T did not know it was go late,” replied Stan- 
ley, as Lord Sevon assisted her out of the boat. 
“Thank you,” she added, smiling at him 
kindly, but with a frank friendliness which 
seemed to fill him with despair. 

They walked up the lawn together. The 
river was growing gray and dim, and dusky 
shadows were oe to gather among the 
old cedars, and the music sounded sadly. Mid- 
way across the lawn Mrs. Cameron paused. 

**The summer house is in this direction,” she 
said abruptly. ‘‘ You will come with me—will 
you not? Doctor Graham will excuse us, I am 
sure. 

** Yes—on condition that neither of you takes 
cold,” he answered, smiling. ‘‘The air is get- 
ting chilly.” 

“Oh, we will be careful!” returned Mrs. 
Cameron, as she slipped her hand within Stan- 
ley’s arm and they turned away, while the two 
men went on towards the house. ‘*‘ How sad 
the music sounds!” said Laura, with a shiver. 
“The river is enough to make one melancholy 
without that dreadful dirge! Are you not very 
tired after such a hard day’s work! How charm- 
ing the vent was! 1 had no idea that Lola 
Bateman could look so pretty !” 

**She was talking quickly, asif she labored 
under some nervous excitement. Stanley felt 
that the hand upon her arm was not quite 
=e and saw that her companion was very 

e. ' 
Pee I am not tired,” she answered gently; 
**but I fear you are. I hope you will be able to 
rest before dinner ; it is not to be until nine, I 
think Lady Marian said.” 

“TIT am not tired; but I am a little anxious,” 
Mrs. Cameron rejoined, as as | entered the 
pretty rustic summer-house. ‘I cannot think 
what is detaining my husband,” she added, as 
she took her hand from Stanley's arm and 
went restlessly to one of the two windows 
which looked towards the west, and therefore 
received the last rays of the setting sun; then 
as restlessly she came again. ‘ He said 
he would come down early; but he has not 
arrived yet. Francis Ashton too! How 
strange itis! Lady Marian is as much puzzled 
as I am.” 

As much puzzled, but not so much distressed, 
Stanley thought, as the sun shone on the beau- 
tiful pallid face, which bore so strange an ex- 

ression of fear, almost of terror, that Stanley 

erself was startled. 

** Perhaps they are late intentionally,” she 
said meas. *“*Men, as a rule, eschew garden 
parties unless they are tennis players.” 

“Francis promised Lady Marian to act as 
host,” Laura remarked restlessly. *‘‘I cannot 
understand——” She took off her gloves and 
bonnet as she spoke, throwing them carelessly 
upon the wicker table. *‘ How hot it is!‘ sae 
went on, with a wan smile. ‘‘ Doctor Graham 
need not have been afraid of our taking cold !” 

She opened one of the windows to let in the 
fresh evening air, then began moving restlessly 
about the summer-house, a prey to such in- 
tens? agitation that Stanley grew more and 
more surprised. She moved from door to win- 
dow, from window to door: she sat down for a 
moment on one of the wicker chairs, then rose 
and moved about again, clasping and unclasp- 
ing her hands in irrepressible nervousness. 

‘What can detain them?” she said, as if to 
herself. ‘‘Are they fogether? What shall I 
do? I cannot bear the suspense ?” 

‘**Are you not distressing yourself need- 
lessly?” asked Stanley gently. ‘Ill news al- 
ways travels apace, you know. Nothing can 
have happened. You will make yourself quite 
ill with agitation, dear Mrs. Cameron.” 

She went to the window near which Laura 
was standing and took her hand; it was 
feverishly hot and trembling, while her lips 
were quivering, and her eyes shone brightly. 

Stanley’s gentle touch seemed to influence 
her strangely. She shivered as her eyes met 
Stanley’s for a moment, 

**T am ill,” she said unsteadily; “it upsets 
me so to be anxious, and—— Ah, what is that ?” 

She seized Stanley’s arm convulsively as 


the sound of footsteps without fell up- 
on her ears. Two gentlemen were 
sauntering slowly down one of _ the 


gravel paths in the neighborhood of the sum- 


-mer-house ; but a glance sufficed to shew that 


they were strangers. Laura’s clasp of Stan- 
ley’s arm relaxed ; she fell heavily against the 
wall, breathing quickly. : 

** Let me take you back to the house,” said 
Stanley kindly. ‘ You are overfatigued, and 
consequently nervous, You wan: halfan hour's 
rest.” 

‘**Tam not tired.” Laura answered faintly ; 
‘*but Iam frightened. I have been in a state 
of fear all day. You cannot understand, be- 
cause you do not know.” 

She was white to her lips, and trembled so 
that Stanley feared she might fall. 

**Do sit down!” pleaded the girl, pushing 
forward a wicker-chair and gently forcing her 


to be seated. i : 

“Tam ill!” she murmured faintly. ‘Don’t 
leave me! Stay with me! Ah!” 

She sprang to her feet with a bitter cry, her 
eyes tixed upon the open doorway. Stanley 
startled and alarmed, followed the direction of 
her glance, and saw H eron and Francis 
Ashton comin oa 5 ee — somaen 

onked very pale, per m and impas- 
sive; while Hugh’s face was dark with a great 
and terrible , and his lips were set sternly 
and relentlessly. 

His wife knew, as she too tarried there 
owsiting his coming, that the blow had fallen, 


the pallor ed on her face as, with a 
last despairing of her pride, she stood 
erect by the table, leaning her hand Spon it; 
while Stanley turned wonderingly to the two 


men as they came oui across the velvety 
neward and mounted the steps leading 
nto the summer house. As they did'so, Stanley 
the woman pear her whisper : 
“Ts has come at last! It has come!” 


(To be continued, ) 


y and well. Stanley was 

figure into 
strong relief by the crimson boat-cushions, 
She looked very sweet and serious, the 
Dr. Graham thought 
ed her from the other end 


hey were almost silent 
as the Earl, with long powerful strokes, urged 
they passed 
houses and gardens, from many of 
which came the shouts and laughter of youth- 


The lawns 


The Sweetest Song. 




























laurel 
wreath of palms, 


the grave of the 


verse is inscri upon its surface, 


the poet’s death : 
“*Sure when thy gentle spirit fled 
To realms above the azure dome. 


With arms outstretched God's angels said, 
Welcome to Heaven’s Home Sweet Home.” 


the Washington millionaire, W. 


ing place in Tunis. 


Consul at the time of his death. 


found that the long roots of a tree 


are copied from that design. 
the mustache the poet really wore. 


change made. 
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The Pleasures of Baldness. 


That bald Cwsar, the famed Roman wight, is 
known to have disliked being bald. Hence, his 
detractors declared, his love of the laurels of 
victory. Certaialy it were a seemly thing if 
our elderly generals could dine out and go to 
the play in such laurels as they may happen to 
have won; for baldness, thouzh indispensable 
to a young doctor or solicitor, and highly desir: 
able in a statesman, is not coveted by the sons 
of Mars. <A young physician, in a letter to one 
of the papers, very touchingly bewails the slim- 
ness of his purse and the thickness of his am- 
brosia locks. ‘The high and dome-like fore- 
head” which is admired in the busts and effi- 
gies of Shakespeare seems to this youth a fea- 
ture indi>pensable in his profession. Yet he, of 
all men, should have the remedy at hand, and 
be skilled in the depilatory art. He has 
only to purchase or mix the antidote 
to those prescriptions for lengthening and 
thickening the tresses which are advertised in 
the beautiful decorations of our hoardings. It 
has been subtly remarked that many wise and 
wealthy renee remain bald. But, perhaps, 
the wealthy and wise are intelligent enough to 
keep the advantages which Nature or the wear- 
ing of ill-ventilated hats has xiventhem, They 
know when they are well off, like the poet and 
orator, C. Licinius Calvus, who, after the man- 
ner of the Living Skeleton, was probably proud 
of the title, The voung doctor values a head 
early denuded at about £500 a , and, really, 
if he is acquainted with business, he 


ought soon to possess shining place, 
h as the elderly riddle quaintly remarks, 
there fi He thinks thee, a flowing 


there is no ti 

beard bab ales fe sineheos value, yet he does 
not seem to have remarked that the owners of 
flowing beards are usually very bald men. It 
is as if Nature could not support t ie owes of 
so nee ee in wel Frpees at cate, iy maving 
the chin unshorn head may brought, as 
is seems, into the desired condi! Even 
the lower animale, he maintains, ve an 
admiring affection for the 

he desires, and he illustrates this by the 


marble, resting on a base of granite six feet 
square. On the sides are medallions in relief, 
one bearing a lyre inclosed in a wreath of 
the other a scroll crossed by a 
By the side of the grave re- 
poses the marble slab which formerly covered 
t in Tunis. A memorial 
It was 
written by Robert S. Chilton when he heard of 


The whole plat is a mass of green laurel. It 
was thirty years after the death of Payne that 
W. Corcoran, 
whose remains now rest in the same ceme- 
tery, had the dust of the poet brought back 
to his native land from its original bury- 
Mr. Payne was American 
It was an 
event that roused the interest of two hemi- 
spheres, When his body was disinterred it was 
uarding 
the grave had crept down and into the coffin, 
and were interlaced over the poet's forehead, 
like the caressing fingers of one who loved him. 

A singular mistake was made in the sculp- 
tured face of the figure on the monument. e 
was represented with a beard, and nearly ail 
the views of the monument in the guide books 
But the beard 
has been removed, and the face now shows only 
The bust 
was sent back to the sculptor to have this 


—_— 
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waggishness of an ostrich. The benighted | event, covered with corpses mified by 
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bird attempted to hatch the head of a/| action of nitrate of 
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Payne, the author of the heart's lyric, meee presume. is was flattering, but embar- | vians still awaiting burial, and many carcases 
Sweet Home, It is located at Oak Hill, the rassing on the whole, for the ostrich is a/| of horses, in a com tive state of preserva- 
beautifal city of the dead in Georgetown biré with a strong sense of its personal dignity. | tion. Seen b moonlight. the field presents an 
where many illustrious names are carved upon ‘* Hell has no fury like” an ostrich duped, in its | imposing and terrible picture. 
tombs, It is near the gate and visitors are not maternal instincts especially, nor can one 
compelled to ask the way or submit to an seriously believe that the Engishman was the 
1] he ordi f d y happier for the fowl’s misplaced affections. If 
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expect to see depilato as popularly recom- er 
of their visit, e shaft is of white Carrara mended as the coalinae’ kind aaanren, But, AGENTS FOR 


while a dozen advertisers offer to make the fat 
thin, nobody has yet discovered a way of 
making the thin fat. Baldness, according to 
the doctor, is the result of fatty degeneration, 
and persons naturally lean cannot, 7, taking 
thought, degenerate in this desirable direction. 
Sitting up late in an atmosphere of gas may do 
a deal, and the tall hat of modern life is 
also valuable to persons who covet an appear- 
ance of precocious wisdom. Every kind of dis- 
sipation is also recommended; but this pre- 
scription has obvious disadvantages, and is even 
uncertain. It is not recorded that Mr. Bob 
Sawyer and Mr. Benjamin Allen rose in their 
profession by baldness; yet no young men 
ever did more to deserve this gift. To be early 
gray seems rather the privilege of poets than 
of physicians, if we may futee by the cases of 
Shelley and Ronsard. ere is reason to be- 
lieve that Byron would have been bald had he 
lived a little longer, and it is a matter of curi- 
ous speculation whether his success would not 
have waned. with his curls and when his days 
were really in the yellow leaf. On the other 
hand, he was just the man to wear a wig. The 
poet, in the following stanza, celebrates a sage 
who agreed with the young doctor: 
‘* There was an old person of Bristol 
Who had a bald head and a pistol ; 
He shot all the aldermen 
Because they were balder men— 
And then blew out his brains with the pistol.” 
—London Saturday Review, 


Mendelssohn Pianos 


_ Every piano of this manufacture, including the smallest 
size, has a full scale, 


71-3 OOTAVE 7 1-3 
and is equalin every respect to the highest grade Ameri- 
can pianos. BRUN® GUITARS, VICTOR BANJOS 
and all other kinds of Musical {nstruments, Sheet Music, eto. 


JOSEPH RUSE, Manager 
346 QUEEN ST. WEST. 


JOHN FLETCHER 


IRON AND STEEL WORK 








Roors, GIRDERS, BEAM®S 
STAIRS, COLUMN®S 
AND ALL KINDS OF IROW WORK FOR BUILDING PURPOSES. 





Nt. Charles Restaurant 


LUNCHEON AND DINING ROOMS 
70 YONGE STREE? 


Next door to Dominion Bank 


Office: 680 Yonge Street, Toronto 





A Ghastly Spectacle. 

An American traveler relates that the battle- 
tield of Tarapaca, on which “Peruvians and 
Chilians met in deadly struggle on November 
17, 1879, is to-day still, i. ¢., ten years after the 


X L STEAM LAUNDRY 
42 Richmond Street West 
GENTS’ WASHING OUR SPECIALTY 


Delivery to all parte of the city. 


CHAS. ROGERS & SONS CO, 


LIMITED 
LATE OF R. HAY & CO. 








Lunch Counter for Gentlemen on the 
round floor. Finest Bar in Canada. 
hoice Stock of Liquors and Cigars 
HEASLIP & PIERCE 
Proprietore 


PATENTS 


Caveats and Re-vssues secured, Trade-Marks registered, 
and all other patent causes in the Patent Office and before 
the Courts promptly and carefully prosecuted. 

Upon receipt of model or sketch of invention. I make 


9 5 and Q7 Yon ge Street | caretal examination, and advise as to patentability free 
a With my offices directly across from the Patent O. 
NEW DESIGNS 


INE FURNITURE 


| t hene superior facilities for making pa preliminary 
Buy of the Manufacturer and Save Money 


| Searches, for the more vigcrous and su a 
J. YOUNG 


P 
| of applications for patent, and for attending to all business 
LEADING UNDERTAKER 


| entrusted to my care, in the shortest possible time. 
FEES MODERATE, and exclusive atter 
347 Yonge Street, Toronto, 
TELEPHONE 679. 





tion given to 
patent business. Information, advice and special refer- 
ences sent on request. 
R. J. LITTELL, 
Solicitor and Attorney in Patent Causes, 
Washin m, D. C., 
Opposite the U. 8. Patent 


ROF. DAVIDSON 


CHIROPODIST & MANICURE 


Finger Nails Beautified, Corns, 
Bunions and In-growing Nails 
Cured without Pain. 

Has Removed to Room 1 


39 KING STREET WEST _ 
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DUNNS 
BAKING 
POWDER 


THE COOK'S BEST FRIEND 


FACECHAPPED Wri PS, 


AND ALL 
ROUGHNESS othe: 


TO BE HAD OF ~ 
a2 ALL DRUGGISTS 








FOR BREAKFAST, LUNCH, DINNER, AND ALL TIMES. 


MENIER CHOCOLATE 


THE HEALTHIEST AND THE BEST. 
Paris Exposition, 1889} 2 S3tb°wevacs” 
ONCE USED, NEVER WITHOUT IT. 
ASK FOR YELLOW WRAPPER. 


For Sale Everywhere. 


BRANCH HOUSE, UNION SQUARE, NEW YORK. 


DAVID CRAWFURD MONTREAL, AGENT 


CONSUMPTION SEN 


TO THE EDITOR 1—Pilease inform your readers that I have a positive remedy for the 
above named disease. By its tintely use thousands of hopeless cases have been permanently crred, 
I shall be glad to send two bottles of my remedy FREE to any of your readers who have <v.- 
sumption if they will send me their Express and Post Office Address. Respectfully, T. A. SLOCUM, 
M.C., 136 West 4delaide St., TORONTO, ONTARIO. 




















Boils and | Carbuncles 

Curbuneles result from a debilitated, fm-| For years I was afflicted with Car 
poverished, or impure condition of the! buncles on the back of my neck. They 
blood. ‘They are a source of great suffer-| were a source of much suffering. I com- 
ing, and are liable to appear in large | menced taking Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, which 
numbers, unless overcome by the use of | cured the Carbuncles, and has since kept 
some powerful alterative. Ayer’s Sarsa-) me entirely free from them; my «appetite 
purila cures these painful tumors, and also | has improved, and I am in better health 


prevents them, by removing their cause. | than ever before. —O. Snell, Lowell, Mass. 


One year ago I suffered from Boils and} I was troubled, for a long time, witb a 
Carbuneles, and for nearly two months} humor which appeared on my face in ugly 
was unable to work. I was entirely Pimples and Blotches. By 


Cured By Taking 


taking two bottles of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, | Ayer’s Sonnet I was cured. I con 
—Leunder J. McDonald, Soley street, | sider this medicine the best blood purifier 
Charlestown, Muss. in the world.— Charles H. Smith, North 
For some time past, until recently, my | Craftsbury, Vt. 
blood wus in a disordered condition, I had numbers of Carbuncles on my 
was covered from head to foot with small, } neck and back, with swellings in my arm- 
and very irritating, blotches. After using | pits, and suffered greatly. Nothing re- 
three bottles of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, I am | lieved me until I ee Ayer’s 
entirely cured. —C. Ogden, Camden, N. J.| Sarsaparilla. This icine res' rol me 
I suffered with Boils every spring, for |‘ health.—Selby Carter, Nashville, Tena. 


years, until I began taking By taking a few bottles of Ayer’s Sar- 


Ayer's Sar|saparilla 





saparilla. A few bottles of this medicine | I have been cured of a troublesome 
e Seted & rmanent cure. — E. F. Lund, | disease, impure blood. wie 


Portsmouth, Va. QO. Vanever, 
Prepared by Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mane. ' Sold by ali druggists. Prise G17 six bottles, 64. 
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NEw MUSIC L. R. O'BRIEN, R.C.A. 
uate” E. Emm Farrrxorr. Time well Studio, 20 College Street 


Merry Strains Caprice. E. Emm Farrivazr. 
Review March. E. Eu Farninerr. 
For sale by all Music Dea'ers 
R. E, W. SCHUCH 
Cha ch of the Redeemer, Conductor Univer: 
instruction in 


Open to the public on Saturday afternoons from 8 to 6. 
Mr. O'Brien’s work this year includes sketches and paint- 
ings from the south and west ccasts of England. - 


W. L. FORSTER 


. Portraits a Seen ARTIST 


act's i eee in Singin STUDIO 81 KING 8T. 
Voice Cult d ression in Z 
. —— FRASER BRYCE 
8 Avenue Street (College Avenue). 
<. Sua ‘PHOTOGRAPHER 
° FROM LEIPZIG AND FRANKFORT 


107 King St. West - 
For CHRISTMAS AND NEW YEAR’S 
PRESENTS 
Micklethwaite’s Fine Crayon Portraits 
Prize Award at Toronto Industrial, 1889 
Gallery cor. King and Jarvis Sts., Toronto 
eas > and Frame for $10. Satisfactory likeness 


OHN P. MILL 
Has a large assortment of 


SWISS AND AMERICAN WATCHES 
From Three Dollars up. 


445} Wonge Street, opp. College Ave. 


Piano Virtuoso 
105 Gloucester Street & Toronto College of Music 


Will accept ents for Concerts, and will also take 
pupils in Piano Theory and Instrumentation. 


H4AR™oNyY BY CORRESPONDENCE 
To accommodate those living at a distance 
Mr. THOS, SINGLETON, Pert Hope, Ont., 

Will ; ive lessons in harmony as above and —— pare candi- 

dates for examinations in Music at Trinit lege and the 

Toronto Conservatory of Music. All Mr. Singleton’s pupils 

who have taken the Trinity examinations have been suc- 
Reference—Mr. Arthur E. Fisher, Mus. Bac. and 

A.C.O. (Eng.), Toronto. 


WALTER DONVILLE 
‘Teacher of Violin 
Pupil of Prof. Carrodus, Trinity College, London, Eng. 





8 Buchanan vO and Toronto College of Music 
YG TM coneervatcire (LATE OF THE ROYAL 
Ba Fie QO dma iatin Set 
Piano, oreeie, a ‘Musical Theory 


at the Toronto College of Musio 
Residence 349 Jarvis Street 


SIGNOR ED. RUBINI 


a Moscheles and Thalberg, late principal 
sone = the London ‘Academy, London, Eee 
now aatenal Toronto, ana gives lessons in singing to 
= and seule pease amateur and professional studer 
eee pupils for ail branches of the m 
(on—operatic, concerts and oratorios. Voie pro- 
fon is one of Signor Rubini’s specialties. Terms mod- 
erate. Circulars on application at residence, 152 Wilton 
— or to Messrs. Nordheimer’s or Messrs. Suckling & 
8. 


Miss ALICE WALTZ 


Late Solo ©, Plymouth Church, Brooklyn, and St. 
John's R. ©. Church, Philadelphia. 


CONCERT, ORATORIO AND RECITAL 
Pupils received in Voice Culture. 
417 Church Street 


ONTARIO COLLEGE OF MUSIC 


15@ Carlton St., opp. Horticultural Gardens 
Established 1884 


Under the direction of 


CHAS. FARRINGER 
A German educated in Germany. 


Our primary Department is second to none, and is not 
enly rr but actaally, under supervision of the 
neip»] 
VOICE CULTURE AND PIANOFORTE INSTRUCTION. 


Miss MARIE C. STRONG, Primo- 

Contralto, has much ee in announcing that 
she is now Jeomcent pared to give lessons in Voice Culture and 
Pianoforte ~_* Open for engagements at sacred and 
secular concerts. Circulars, terms, etc., at the piano ware- 
roome of Messrs, A, & 8 Nordheimer, and Suc ng & Sone’, 
or 30 Bond Street. 





TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIC 


Thorough Instruction in All Branches 
F. H. TORRINGTON, Musical Director. 


and most reli- 


nm 
able of its kind 


able and experienced teachers. 
-- C. O'DEA, Secretary. 


HE ASSOCIATED ARTISTS’ 


SCHOOL OF ART AND DESIG 
Antique, Life and we Classes 


_ s 
Applications may be made at the rooms, M and N, ze O 


Yonge Street Arcade. 


COLLEGE OF ORGANISTS (Canada) | ‘eo vss ts 'e* tom remee be 
Patres— HIS EXCELLENCY THE GOV.-GENERAL. BOOTS AND SHOES 








President, Vice-President, 
Maz. F. H. Toraineron, Mr. W. E. Faircioven, F.C O., 
Toronto. Montreal. From that old reliable house of 





The ee ong Prsmtnettons a Pi ro, = 
Associa’ ip an ellowship in the ege 0 ran 
h T di hi th of J 
et es ene temas | ri. a C. BLACHFORD 
Examiners of the College, presided over by Mr. 8. P. War- 
cam be bad upon application to the Sec."Treas., Ma's | AMERICAN GOODS A SPECIALTY 
VOGT, 349 Jarvis Street, Toronto. - : 
cal ntending candidates for examination chould give notit: | 87 and 89 King St. East, Toronto 
LESSONS IN PHRENOLOGY i 
ONS If THRE An Idea in Boots 
MRS. MENDON, 238 McCaul! Street, : 
ee ee ate eee mee ee eee ree Wouldn’t it be a good idea to enjoy walking by buying 
BRITISH AMERIC AN NYRING (0) a pair of those fine Cordovan American broad toed, seam- 
+ | less gaiters this spring? 
: Echo answers, it would. 
Gold Medalist Dyers and Cleaners — 
We mak jalty of the fi f work, such : 
silts, Velvet Fah, Damask: fey cr Breatsie Cor | PICKIES Keeps Them 
tains, Table Covers, &c. Liies’ and Gent’s wearing ap- 
parel cleaned by our new chemical! process, which prevents AT 
— 328 YONGE STREET 


90 King Street East 
BRANCHES—5i5 Street West, 258 and 756 Queen ve . : 
qirest East, 457 Pasiinasam Stocet, and’ bse Youre base Ladies Shoes and Slippers 
TELEPHONE 1900 For Dress and Evening Wear. 


Parc els sent for and delivered to all parts of the c ity. ; 
(entlemen’s Dress Shoes 


HIGH CLASS PORTRAITS | osc. ap 


Oils. Water Color and Crayon 
‘VEST END ART STUDIO 











Mail orders promptly 
filled. C.O.D. 


WM. 


3754 Spadina Avenue, Toronto WEST 
Mrs. A. 8, Davier, Miss M, BE. Bryans, Artistes & 
rary lame wdeia recall smmnigad co. 


china, sain and gine.” Hor specimens Specimens, terme, et, cll at 246 Yonge Street 


TORONTO 


THE MERCHANTS’ | RESTAURANT 


This well-known rertaranty having. been, recently en- 
2 Spectr Foye PEED a 


"THE LEADER SAMPLE ROOM 


THE CHOICEST LINES OF 
WINES, LIQUORS AND CIGARS 
First-Class Restaurant in Connection 
E. SULLIVAN, Proprictor 


- M. McCONNELL - 
46 and 48 King Street East. - 


FOR OYSTERS “Vingina’srvie 


CALL AT 


JAKE’S VIRGINIA RESTAURANT |. 


DOORS NEVER CLOSED 
Grand Opera House Building. 
UNBEAMS 
ELDRIDGE STANTON, Photographer 
116 Yonge Street and 1 Adelaide Street West 


Photographs of all sizes 
Sunbeams $1 per doz. 


Tel, 2060 








Design for a Salad Dish. 





A sample of the usual dream after indulging too freely in lobster salad.—T7'he Jury. 








The Home Savings & Loan Co. Ltd. 


OFFICE: 78 CHURCH STREET, TORONTO 


$500,000 fn" “heal rates of interet 


and terms ot repayment. . Be valuation fee 
HON. FRANK SMITH, JAMES MASON, 
President Manager. 


MEUSSES PATON & GOULD 





Modistes and Fashionable Dressmakers 





Rooms in R. Walker & Sons’ Golden Lion, 
M5 PLUMMER 
MODISTE: 


57 GLOUCESTER STREET 


HE MAGIC SCALE 


Best Tailor System of Cutting. eee 
iol he a Specialt, 










Hall’s Bazaar Dress Forms for” Draping Dresses. 
a CORSETS 

~ a S to order—perfect a. ‘dam linings cut 

DRESS CUTTING 

The New Tailor System 

Gent Se sac? Seat 

here or through 

5 the assured. 

Large inducements to agente. 

DRESSMAKING 


Perfection in Fit, Fashion 
Finish. Special attention 
to evening wear and mantle 
MILLINERY 

Closing out well assorted stock 


Stylish work at 
y peer gre 


Hell 


S2RAND TRUNK RAILWAY 
_ The Old and Popular Rail Route to > 
MONTREAL, DETROIT, CHICAGO 


And all Principal Points in 
CANADA AND THE UNITED STATES 


OMETHING NEW IN DENTISTRY 
Se diss. Uonionode Gum Sets. operations S heewa to 












CHAS. P. LENNOX 


Yonge Street Arcade - - Room B 
phone 1846 





Seererectric lighted, and Parlop 
: rr usteteees 
Best teeth on Rubber, $8.00. Vitalised air for painless | Somer King and Yonge streets and 20 York street, 


Seepnone Hoe ited Gk 
WINTER TOURS 


Bermuda, Nassau, Florida, Jam aica, 
Cuba, California, Britis Colum- 
bia, Colorado, Texas 


A. F. WEBSTER, 58 Yonge St. 


GENERAL TICKET AGENT. 


PM NOLAN | 


C. H. RIGGS, cor. King and Yonge 


‘Cc. V. SNELGROVE 


Dental Surgeon, 97 Carlton St., Toronto 
New Procese—Porcelain Fillings and Porcelain Orowns 
— Telephone 3031 : 

PATTERSON & FENTON 

Dentists 


OFFICE AND RESIDENCE DOWN TOWN OFFICE 
169 COLLEGE ST. 141 YONGE ST. 


Dental Electric Vibrator for Painless Extracticn 
DR. MCLAUGHLIN 
DENTIST 


Corner College and Yonge Streets 
Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth. 





PACIFIC FV. 


TOURIST ONE WAY 


EXCURSIONS 


FOR 1890 


TO 


British Columbia 
Washington Territory 
Oregon and California 
On FRIDAY 


February - - . . - HM4th, 28th 
March «+ . . . - 14th 8 =628th 


For berths and all information, apply to any Agent of the 
Company, or write 


W. R. CALLAWAY, — Pareerger Agent, 
4 York Street, Toronto, 


;: NEW MUSIC 


All ~ Go gy 
Chas. Bohner.......... 


By Bohn .50 
Methts (mttitary) chottinche 
By Arthur M. Cohen . 
rn of Toronto Waltzes 
Cc ere ers .60 






By 
sone ee, 
By H. Tourjee ............ -50 
Largest stock in Canada of 
Violins, Guitars, Banjos, Ac- 
a Concertinos, &c. 
ing in the Musical line, 
Sheet ‘usic, Music Books. Every- 
thing up to the times and at the 
right prices. 


WHALEY, ROYCE & CO. 
MUSIC DEALERS 
158Yonge Srteet, Torontc 


J. W. Cheeseworth 


TAILOR AND DRAPER, 


106 King St. West 





A Complete Assortment or 


Fall and Winter Goods 


Suitable for Gentlemen's present wear 


N.B.—The public should call and see cur Cleviots and 
Scotcn Tweeds, suitable for Double-breasted Sack Suite. 


55 CENTS 


The small amounting to 550.— 
Gans a cen! > bate a — = 
or r Vv e 

of the watch com sat hemand 


RUSSELL’S 


9 King Street West, Toronte 





THE PARMELEE ROOFING AND PAVING CO. 
GRAVEL ROOFING 


For all kinds of Flat Roofs. 


ASPHALT PAVING 


For Oellar Bottoms, Sidewalks, Rpwenee® Stal eto., eto. 
Estimates. given for all parts of coe 


10 ADELAIDE ST. WEST, TORONTO. 
ASPLENDID CHANCP® 
WE WILL GIVE NEW SUBSCRIBERS 


**SATURDAY NIGHT” 


WORLD TYPEWRITER 


MISS PAYNTER 


Has just received 
A Full Assortment 


| SPRING 
‘MILLINERY 


|No. 3 Rossin Block 
Kiug Street West 








TORONTO For $10, cash with order. The price of the Typewriter 
alone is $10. See advertisement of this machine ip 
oe SELLS 

McCAUSLAND & SON'S vy ANZER 
WALL PAPER | [AMPS 
IMPORTATIONS ; 
“Noresan ALconsoee avo mmoes” | yr POpwAT lamps of the day 
76 KING STREET WEST | Wo don ata far 


With one lamp you obtain a fine 
50-candle power light. Heat a quart 
Se ee of water in a few minutes 
penetne Get a breakfast or cook 
pie dig aod Slog Dancer hiaie cen wee a5 | Call at 98 King can a 
Academy 104 Peter Street examine them 


DANCING—PROF. S. M. EARLY 


inornedPuliman’s False Seping) Bullet and Pace 
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"Varsity Chat. 








party in the recent elections seems, since that 
party has a rational basis in opposition to Fed- 
eral sectionalism, toensure permanence of party 
ijnes until its principles are recognized as cor- 
rect. There were elements not in the Outside 
party at this election, except partially, which 
seemed naturally to belong there and which, it 
is to be hoped, may in their own good time see 
their.way clear toa change of view. 


Prof, Pike has the sympathy of all in his mis- 
fortune. These things never come singly, as 
somebody has remarked. The accident will 
doubtless prove a serious inconvenience to the 
advanced students in Prof. Pike’s department. 

J 


On Monday afternoonat the National Science 
Association Mr. E. C, Jeffrey, B.A., who dis- 
tinguished himself in Modern Languages in 
his arts course, read a paper on the Structure 
of Muscle, The meeting was held in the Bio- 
logical Department. 


The National, a Canadian illustrated monthly 
of high class which was announced to appear 
on February 1 of this year, has apparently been 
abandoned. Speaking conjecturally, the ven- 
ture did not meet with the support it merited. 
A notice now appears on the bulletin-board in 
the form of a prospectus of a Canadian 
quarterly. Perhaps the more modest begin- 
ning is wiser. Contributions will be from the 
ablest Canadian pens, The subscription price 
is by no means large, only two dollars in fact, 
asum which many withhold who would not do 
so did they reflect that they are hindering the 
growth of a national literature. 


The Mathematical and Physical Society held 
its regular weekly meeting on Tuesday after- 
noon in Room 8 Mr. Taylor was elected to 
membership. The programme consisted of but 
one item, a paper on the Solution of Algebraic 
Equations. The societies do not thrive so well 
as when the library was still with us. Essayists 
were accustomed to draw much of their ma- 
terial from costly reference books, so that one 
man might give many che benefit of his labor. 
Students are put to much inconvenience by the 
loss of those lamented thirty-three thousand 
volumes, To make matters worse it is reported 
to be the intention of those who have charge of 
such things to bring the exams. on somewhat 
earlier than usual. 


Prof. Hutton is at present delivering a course 
of lectures on philology, with special reference 
to Latin and Greek. NEMo. 





Trinity Talk. 


The annual cricket meeting for the election 
of officers tcok place on Monday evening last. 
There was a good attendance and much en- 
thusiasm was displayed. The secretary read 
the report of last year’s matches, which was 
not as favorable as it might have been, owing to 
two defeats early in the season at the hands 
of East Toronto and Rosedale, The tour east- 
ward was, however, most successful, all three 
matches being won by large majorities. The 
batting averages were fair, Mr. Martin and 
Mr. H. H. Cameron heading the list with four- 
teen and eleven as their respective averages. 
Mr. Grout’s bowling average of four runs per 
wicket might almost be classed as phenomenal. 
In concluding his report the secretary spoke of 
thecondition of the crease and asked that some- 
thing might be done to improve it, for as it 
stands at present it will be unable to pitch a 
decent wicket. Mr. Bedford-Jones, the retiring 
treasurer, showed a good balance and there is 
no cause for worry about the club's financial 
basis. The following officers were then elected : 
President, the Rev. the Provost; lst. Vice., 
Rev. Prof. Jones; 2nd. Vice., Rev. Prof. 
Symonds; 3rd. Vice., Mr. J. H. Broughall ; 
Sec., Mr. Bedford Jones; Treas., Mr. G. 
H. Grout; Committee, Messrs. White, 
Pringle, Martin; Scorer, Mr, J. E. Abbott, 
In conclusion, the provost said that the finance 
committee -would do all in their power to aid 
the club in resodding the crease, so a good sea- 
son's cricket may be looked for. 


There was a goodly gathering of students in 
the reading-room on Tuesday evening last, the 
occasion of the reading of the annual number 
of Episcopon, the supper for the evening was 
set up by the freshmen, and they are to be 
complimented -on their success as caterers, 
With regard to the number of Episcopon, too 
much cannot be said in its favor. Entirely with- 
out objectionable matter, yet replete with 
merry witticisms at the expense of the different 
students, clever and amusing accounts of col- 
lege events, all found a place in the old-time 
college institution. Certainly it may be a hard 
evening for the thin-skinned, but former times 
have been evidence of the good of the Vener- 
able Father’s words of advice, perhaps not 
always gently administered, but a court of 
appeal can always be flown to by those who 
think themselves too hardly dealt with at the 
hands of Father, but I should say few, if any, 
will think it necessary to avail themselves of 
it this year. The reading of the number was 
interspersed with songs, and it was not till a 
late hour that this most enjoyable of evenings 
broke up. CaEcus, 





Art and Artists. 


Mr. G, A. Reid of this city exhibited a small 
picture entitled Forbidden Fruit, at the exhi- 
bition of the Pennsylvania Academy of Fine 
Arts which has just closed in Philadelphia. 
The picture, which was not exhibited here, 
represented a young lad reading in a hay mow 
some book that had been forbidden him by his 
Parents, The picture was highly spoken of by 
the Philadelphia papers, and Mr, Reid found a 
‘buyer in that city. 


* 

A comprehensive account of the explorations 
in the Acropolis of Athens during the past six 
or seven years has recently appeared in the 
Revue des Deux Mondes, The results of this 
work are of great importance to archeologists 
=a students of the history of art. The work 
has been carried on chiefly by the Greeks 
themselves. The plan purswed was the clear- 
ing away of the Turkish, Byzgatine and 
Roman ruins which partially obscured the 
Purely Hellenic constructions. Among the 





The appearance in the field of the Outside 
























































Academy of Music 


ONE WEEK 


BEGINNING 


MONDAY 


wnat Mareh 24 


WEDNESDAY AND SATURDAY, AT 2 P.M. 















The Great Actress and Beautiful Woman 


MISS AGNES HERNDON 


In Her Latest Dramatic Success 


LA BELLE MARIE 


A WOMAN’S REVENGE 








WITH AN 
Excellent Cast 
: Elegant Costuming 
AND 


Scenic Vestments 


- MISS HERNDON - 


Is the American Peer of, the Engl 
Beauty and Artiste M Langtry. - 











JACOBS & SPARROWS OPERA HOUSE 
Week of March 24 


MATINEES 
Tuesday, Wednesday and Saturday 


ALWAYS WELCOME 


OLIVER BYRON 


SUPPORTED BY 
The Famous — Combination 


ACROSS 
CONTINENT 


Six COMEDIANS 


In a week of joyous laughter and wild excitement. 


POPULAR PRICES 
MATINEE .....cccccccsescssecsees 15c., 250. and 35>. 
NIGHT... 0. ccccccccsccccesssevess l5c., 25c., 35c, and 50c. 


Week of March 31—THE TWO JOHNS. 
EXTRA GOOD FRIDAY MATINEE 





important discoveries was the discovery of a 
Temple of Athena, previously unknown, which 
was the predecessor of Pericles’ Parthenon. It 
was built by Pisistratus. Another important dis- 
covery was a massive substructure uf enormous 
extent beneath the Parthenon itself, upon which 
that temple was subsequently erected by the 
architects of Pericles. This construction was 
the work of Cimon and has been buried out of 
sight for twenty centuries. Many interesting 
relics have been found which date from before 
the classic period of Phidias, Many of these 
are grotesque and the statuary is colored in 
almost every instance. The coloring is mar- 
velously brilliant when itis considered that it 
was laid on bwenty-thses centuries ago. 


A Detroit architect claims that the art 
museum, art gossip and art entertainments in 
that city are doing his profession good service, 
He says, ‘‘Our clients demand more artistic 
exteriors and interiors and are willing to pay 
fair prices for them.” 


At a meeting of the executive committee of 
the Art Students’ League on Wednesday even- 
ing it was decided to hold the spring exhibition 
of sketches on May 16 and 17. 


The exhibition of the Canadian Academy will 
be held this year in Montreal, early in May. 
That of the Ontario Society of Artists will 
probably be held in the same month after the 
Montreal exhibition. 


The art writer on the Pittsburg Chronicle 
gets even with his Chicago confreres as follows : 
**What’s it about?” asked one steam ren- 
dered art critic of another as they stood before 
Angelus. “Why, don’t you see the name? 
That’s French for the anglers. They're going 
fishing.” ‘‘O yes, sure enough! The picture 
represents them digging bait.” Van. 





For seventeen years Oliver Byron’s well- 
known sensational drama, Across the Con- 
tinent, has maintained its hold upon popular 
am despite the del of English melo- 

dramas which have been inflicted upon our the- 
ater-goers during that time. The Philadelphia 
North American says: ‘‘The members of the 

company supporting Mr. Byron are eminently 

fitted for the work ned them, and as they’ 

have been associated with the play for a long 

time, the bene oa is a most harmonious and, sat- 

inteohony ba rformance. Mr, Byron invests the 

oe Ferris with the same earnestness and 

dash that characterized his performance of ee 
at the Ape 8 a dozen zones s Soen yee 

Adam Everly, Sam e coat 

were in the cast. ate - 
ce and oe Goodw 

. The eed 

y to the effective- 





Tired of the Old Story. 


Soulful tome We Woman ion Cookinns neeat Byeaivel 
mummy)—And 
a atory, on tee streets — “thou- 


strange 
sand . Forheaven's sake, Mr. Slocu 
look at t that pane —I _oeee Traw it t move! 
Practical Y: t seemed to be 
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trying to aa ms 


irand (pera House 


day Mathes om. Mone, Mareh 24 


The Representative Irish Comedian, W. J. 


SCANLAN 


(** PEEK-A-BO0 ”) 


Under the management of Augustus Pitou. His first appear- 
ance here in the new Irish Comedy Drama 


MYLES AROON 


Written by Geo. H. Jessop and Horace Townsend. 











Hear Scanlan’s New Songs, written and composed by him 
for this play: Soanlan’s Swing Song, You and I, Love, 
Live, My Love, Oh! Live, and My Maggie. Seats now 


THURSDAY—CONREID OPERA OO. 


OUR DRESSMAKER HAS 

just returned from New 

York, and we have reopened our 

rooms for the season fully prepared 

to execute all orders for Walking, 

Evening, Reception, Ball and The- 

ater Dresses and emits Trous- 
seaux. 

Our house, so long established, 
makes Mourning a specialty, and is 
excelled by no other house in the 
city for the beauty of the work, the 
quality ot the materials or the style 
of manufacture. 

Estimates cheerfully given. 

j able. 


Prices reason: 


We beg to draw special attention to the ! 


fact that all our models are of our produc- 
tion and manufactured onthe premises A 
personal inspection is respectfully invited. 


McKEOWN & COMPANY 
182 Yonge Street 
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THE « PRIZE GOOSE” POEM CONTEST 


Has been decided and we have awarded 


“TONY” the “PANTS” 
for the following : 
A “ GOOSE' ” POEM, 
| I'm seme'ee round with iron, iron, but with charcoal at my 


No matter how in-"' vest ”-ed re ogee, 
Though nearly stifled by the heat, my “pants” I oft 


oe wane to “suit” me, I candidly confese 
t I will never grumble, though handled f ity x, 
If it le by an “ Art Tailor,” for I'm a “ Tallor’s Goose.” 


TAYLOR & CO. 
Art Tailors - - 89% Yonge St. 


A Mistake. 
Hub ming to bed down stairs)—Miaerva, 


Pee cet me have another half 
hour oan bert, ma. 
. M. Another half hour with Robert ! 


Gooiness gracious! Have you a man in the 





house ¢t 
H. D.—The idea! I'm reading Bro — 
N. ¥. Press, ap Eee 












AMERICAN FAIR 


334 Yonge Street, Toronto. Telephone No. 2033 


The finest display of Purses in the Dominion. Bought directly from the largest manufac- 
turers of France. Only one small profit. Will seem cheap to you at one-half what you usually 
pay—sc. for one worth 5c., 5c. worth 10c., 14c. worth 25¢,, and so on up to 69c. for one worth 
$1.50. Combs of all kinds. Our guaranteed Unbreakanle Combs, 14c. worth 25c., and 25c. worth 
50c. No wonder we have sold 50 doz. in a few weeks. We have the finest genuine Ivory Combs 
made at most popular prices. We have the largest Comb and Brush Store in the Dominion, as 
well as in nearly all the many lines we sell. Our sales are continually increasing, and will con- 
tinue to increase, as we keep the best of goods and sell them less than they can be bought else- 
where. Call for our Catalogue and Price List. Will be glad to see you. 


W. H. BENTLEY & CO. 


WHEELER & WILSON 


Sewing Machines 


RECEIVED THE ONLY 


Grand Prize at Exposition Universelle, Paris, {889 


Then why buy a cheaply consiructed shuttle 








Running, High-Arm, Noiseless Wheeler 
& Wilson for the same price. 

See the No. 9 for all grades of family 
work, it has no equal for simplicity, 
durability, and its excellence of design. 

Examine ou No. 12 and other manu- 
facturing macbines for all kinds of 
stitched goods by foot or power. They 
are the best in the world. 


WHEELER & WILSON MAN'FG CO. 


PRINCIPAL OFFICE FOR ONTARIO 


Telephone 277, 266 YONGE ST., TORONTO 








| Fig night at 6 o'clock we left the old store--the 

store in whieh for 20 years we have acted in 
the varied capacity of apprentice, manager and 
proprietor. 


This morning at 8 o'clock we opened for the 
— time our new and elegant premises just across 
the road, on the corner of Yonge and Adelaide Sts 


You might think we were ‘‘ blowing” if we told 
you what an elegant stock we now have. All we ask 
is see it for yourrelf. Don’t even be satisfied simply 
to look at our choice window display but eome right 
in--even if you have left your pocket book at h me-- 
and see the best--mark the word--the best line of fine 
Jewelry, Diamonds, Watches, Sterling Silverware 
and Novelties now to be seen in Toronto. 


RYRIE BROS., sewerers 
Cor. Yonge and Adelaide Sts. 


Just Opposite the Old Stand. 
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The Mason & Risch) SWAT hese see 
Sis, WILL-BE-MAILED- 

PIANOS Die Tyss,“ON-RECEIPT“OF- 

are unquestionably the choice | *POSTCARD* 


os CEH: bop ON, 


BEDS TS 









of the 


MusicAL PROFESSION 
SEND TO 


HARRY WEBB’S 


FoR ESTIMATES ror 





RICH SYMPATHETIC TONES, 


PROMPT DELICATE TOUCH, 


UNEQUALLED WORKMANSHIP, Dinners 

SOLID AND DURABLE. At Homes 

HANDSOME AND ARTISTIC, ® Weddings 
Banquets 


_ 


WAREROOMS, 655 (ink. Sate We, 
TORONTO 


Ball Suppers 
Receptions, etc. 


EVERY MINUTL2 


66-68 and 447 Yonge St., Toronto 





CHOICE WINES, LI 


165 KING STREET EAST, TORONTO 


Cirect Importers of PURE PORTS and SHERRIES and all Brands ot FINE WINES. Agents for HUNGA RIAN WINES, speciall 


WHISKEY*™ 
TELEPHONE 678. 


TORON10 SATURDAY NIGHT. 


AGENTS FOR IMPORTED BAVARIAN LAGER and VAL BLATZ MILWAUKEE LAGER. 


Fee Pe BR AZ TL hae A 


IMPORTERS AND WHOLESALE DEALERS IN 


YOUN 


ER’S Ales and GUINNESS'S and 


’g Irish, Dunnvil‘e’s Irieh, Jamieson’s Irieh. Mitchell’s Irieh, Bush Mille, acd all brands of Irish Whiskey. 


recommenced for Nedicinal Purposes. 
OUNGER’S Stout. 


UORS AND ALES 


Ind. Coope Ales in 18 gallcn packsges. BASS’S and 


Claymore Ecotch, Mitchell's Song, LeohKatherine, WHT FIT OTK RY 


Heather Bell, Bobby Burne, and all brands of Scotch Whiskey. All brands of Walker’s, Gooderham & Worts, and feagram’s Whiskies. 
SPECIALTY—Sample Cases of ASSORTED LIQUORS, at Wholesale Prices, to Private Fami ies. Orders by Mail Promptly Attended to. Goods Shipped to all Parts of Canada. 


SEWING MACHINES 


LADIES: 


Do you prefer a Machine with an sateen 


Shuttle ? 


Or one with a Vibrating Shuttle? 
Or an Automatic with a Single Thread ? 


We make them all. 


The Singer Manufacturing Company, New Yor 


AGENCIES EVERYWHERE 


Central Office for Canada : 


Out of Town. 


OTTAWA. 


At last society is settling down into its 
wonted Lenten quiet, and the general com- 
plaint of the worldly ones is that ‘“‘ there is 
nothing whavever to do.” 

Mrs. Walker Powell of Friel street gave a 
small afternoon tea on Saturday last. mong 
those present were the Misses "Giseom, Scott, 
Smith, Caron, Arnoldi, Richardson, Bogert, 
Lindsay and Annie Moylan; also Messrs. 
Scott, Jackson, Taylor, Lay, Wise, Campbell, 
Carter, Grant and Lam 

The amateur minstrel performance at the 
Grand Opera House yesterday (Friday) evening 
was a great success, Fuller particulars will be 
given next week. 

Sir John and Lady Macdonald received at 
dinner the following ladies and gentlemen on 
the 15th inst.: The Hon. Mr. Dewdney and 
Mrs, Dewdney, the Viscount Morpeth, the 
Hon. Mr. Casgrain, the Hon. Mr. Girard, the 
Hon. W. J. Macdonald. the Hon. Mr. McKind- 
sey, Mr. Dickinson, M.P., Mr. Hesson, M.P., Mr. 
McDougall, M.P. (Cape Breton), and Mrs. Mc- 
Dougal), Mr. McDougald, M.P. (Pictou), Mr. 
Robillard. M.P., and Madame Robillard, Mr. 
Temple, M.P., Mr. Weldon, M.P. (Albert), Mr. 
Wilmot, M.P., Mr. and Mrs, Courtney, Mr. 
Leif Jones (England), Mr. and Mrs. J. J. Me- 
Gee, Mr. and Mrs. William Smith. 

The Hon. Sir Adolphe and Lady Caron gave 
an official dinner on Saturday evening, at 
which the following ladies and gentlemen 
were invited: The Speaker of the Senate and 
Mrs. Atlan, Hon. Mr. and Mrs. Kaulbach, Hon. 
Mr. and Mrs. Lacoste, Lieut.-Gen. and Mrs. 
Laurie, Dr. C. F. and Mrs, Ferguson, Dr. Fer- 
guson (Leeds) and Mre, Ferguson, Mr. and 
Mrs. Perley, Mr. and Mrr, Davies, Hon. Edward 
and Lady Alice Stanley, Mr. and Mrs. C. N. 
Weldon, Mr. T. M. Daly, Mr. and Mrs. P. A. 
Landry, Mr. Cockburn, Mr. Kenny, Mr. and 
Mrs. Barnard, Mr. and Mrs. C. H. Mackintosh, 
Mr. and Mrs. A. Christie, Lieut.-Col. and Miss 
H. Smitb, Mr. Streatfeild, Mr. and Miss L. 
Fleming, Mr. and Mrs. J. J. McGee, Mr. and 
Mrs. Swinyard, Dr. and Mrs, Bourinot, Major 
and Mrs. Chapleau, Mr.:and Mrs. Z, pues, 
Miss Patterson, Miss Lister, Mr. and Mrs. M. 
Griffin, Mr. and Mrs. Jose; h Pope, Mr. W. F. 
Cachrane, Mr. C. R. Douglas. 

Owing to the bad weather there was no At 
Home at Government House on Saturday after- 
noon last. 

Mrs. Heron of Wilbrod street gave a sma'l 
tea party the other afternoon. 

Mr. Arthur Pope, who was a general favorite, 
left on Tuesday last for New York, where he 
has received an appointment on the West 
Shore Railroad, in the same office as Mr. Don 
Watters of Ottawa. 

The smoking concert given by the Governor- 
General's Foot Guards in their mess room at the 
drill hall, Friday ae last, was an re 
cedented success. Besides most of the officers of 
the local corps, several military members of Par 
liament were present, and the regular army was 
well represented by Capt. Ricardo, Mr. ing- 
field and Mr. Hawkes, all of the Coldstream 
Guards, Capt. Colville, Mr. Macmahon and 
Hon, Edward Stanley, all of the Grenadier 
Guards, and Mr. Streatfeild of the militia. 
After several bowls of punch had been emptied, 
replenished and re- emptied and a quiet game of 
‘*hat hockey” indulged in, the merry party 
broke up at about 2 a.m, 


BARRIE, 


A large audience greeted the Swedish ladies 
on Wednesday, March 12, in the Town Hall. 
An excellent programme was given and thor- 
oughly enjoyed by all present. 

Mr. Ernest Kortright of the Bank of Toronto, 
Cobourg. has been transferred to the Barrie 
branch. 

Mr. Day of England is at present visiting his 
sister, Mrs. George Raikes of The Pleasaunce, 
Barrie. 

The pupils and ex-pupils of the Collegiate In- 
stitute gave a most successful concert on Thurs- 
day evening, March 13. On dit that quite a 
nice little sum was realized atter clearing ex- 

nses, which is to be donated towards the 

oronto Universitv Fund. 

Mr. H. H. MeVittie spent last Sunday in 
Cobourg. 

Miss Nellie Thomson returned home last 
Saturday night after spending a very pleasant 
visit vr Siento in Toronto. 

Mr. and Leander Sanders spent last 
Sunday in Pa 

Mr. George Crease returned from Toronto 
last week. 

On Thursday, March 20, the Thespians per- 
formed Robertson's beautiful comedy entitled 
Caste, in aid of the Barrie Hospital Fund. On 
account of this entertainment having taken 

lace so late in the week a full account cannot 

given this week. The cast of oan 
were: Hon. George D'Alroy, Mr. Giles; 
Cogs. Hantree, Mr. H. B. Spotton ; Heclee Mr, 

J. 5. Sanford ; Sam pseridas, Mr. 'E. Mitchell ; $ 
Dixon, Mr. W. D Spry it the Ms Marquise De 
St. Maur, Mrs, ‘Loyd ‘oll nford ; 
Esther, Mra. McKeggi 

The St. Patrick's rSoclety held their annual 
dinner in the Queen’s Hote! last Monday night. 


No. 66 King Street “ West,” Toronto 


Judge Dean of Lindsay is presiding at the 
Spring Assizes in the absence of Judge Rose. 
OCULAIRE. 


OWEN SOUND, 


The third annual conversazione of the 
Literary and Scientific Society of the Col- 
legiate Institute here was held on Friday 
night, March 14, and was one of the most 
brilliant events of the season. The magnifi- 
cent building was lighted and decorated most 
artistically. About 700 guests were enter- 
tained. The places of amusement on the 
second floor were an art gallery containing 
nearly 500 pieces ; a museum of great variety ; 
the Chemical Laboratory, where interesting 
experiments were performed during 
evening ; and a lime-light lecture room, where 
the series of views entitled Around the World 
in Eighty Minutes were exhibited under a 
powerful oxy-hydrogen light, accompanied by 
an explanatory lecture. 


in the form of a concert was provided. The 
guests departed about midnight. CRONEY. 


et 
Hoosier Court Formality. 


The lack of conventionality in Judge Gres- 
ham’s court frequently results in some amus- 
ing situations. The other day the judge was 


in his room in the Federal building hearing | 


an argument by A. C. Harris in an important 
case, when the door opened and in walked a 


countryman from Harrison County, Judge | 


| Gresham’s old home. The visitor was a well 
| preserved specimen of an independent farmer. 
His face, unshaven, was round and chubby; 
he wore a broad white hat; he was without 
collar, and his clothing and shoes showed 
yellow clay. He spit some ‘‘amber” when 
inside the door, and then, without noticing 
Attorney Harris or the other occupants of the 
og aateee up to Judge Gresham with: 
oe“ e l 

| folks? I was in town on a little business, and 
| 

| 

|§ 


I knew the folks down home would like to | 
hear from you, sol come upto see you a little | 


while.” 
Attorney Harris halted at a period in his 
argument, when, with both arms outstretched, 


he was about to clinch a point; he looked at | 


the intruder a moment, who had not removed 
bis hat, and then beckoned to Deputy Marshal 
Conway to have the man take off his hat. 

Judge Gresham apparently did not notice the 
embarrassment of the attorneys and spectators. 
He arose from his chair, took his visitor by the 
hand, called him by his given name, asked him 
about all his family, also calling them by name, 
and said he was glad he had come in. 

He chatted pleasantly with the old gentle- 


man for several minutes, asking about many | 


Harrison county people, and seemed to enjoy | gtewart—a daughter. 


All this time the attorneys and the 


the call. 
The latter 


deputy marshal were bewildered. 


half feared it was his duty to prevent such an | 
interruption of court, but he hesitated about | 
moving. The farmer stood talking with the | 
judge as freely as he would have conversed | 


with his nearest neighbor over a rail fence, 
and when he was ready to go, he said: ‘*‘Well, 
good luck to you, jedge; come down and see 
us.” And he walked out as independently as he 
had come in. 
| The judge resumed hearing the case as if 
| nothing had happened.—Indianapolis News. 


Effect of a Refusal of a New Bonnet. 


Husband—Mary, I saw a very handsome bon- 
net as I came down the street this morning. 
a eet een eee bonnet! Well, suppose you 
id ? 
H.—I thought it would become you well. 
W.-— Become me? I don’t want any more bon- 
nets than I have now. 
H.—You don’t want another and newer 
fashioned bonnet? 
W.—Certainly not. 
The husband fell to the floor and died, and 
| now his wife wonders what killed him. 
No Use Talking to the Baby. 


Percy (to mamma, who is saying very wise 
things to her youngest)—Mamma, what’s the 
use of talking to the baby? He can’t under- 
stand you. 
Mamma—And why not, my por 
Percy—Because he’s baid and hasn’t a single 
wisdom tooth in his head. 


She Didn’t Know. 


Mr. Banque Clark—Now that you have made 
me the happiest of mortals, can I kiss you? 

She—Never having any personal experience 
of your osculatory abilities, Mr. Gesner, I do 
not know if you can, but you may.—Our Girl, 


Working Him in Church. 
(In a whisper.) ‘‘Shadbold, the basket is 
coming this way. Got a quarter ~ 
wolstins it over, pellnehansiy. ) * ¥-e-e-s, 
ouldn’t a dime have been enough, Dinguss?” 
(Pocketing quarter with alacrity.) “ It would, 
Shadbolt, it would. Lend me a dime.” 


tke | 


On the third floor, in | 
the Assembly Hall, an excellent entertainment | 


how air you, jedge? How’s all the 


| 





gr. eR. 


BRAZILL & Co, TORONTO. 


\ MILLINERY DISPLAY 


PARIS and NEW YORK MILLINERY, inc‘uding FLOWERS, LACES 
and GAUZES. SATIN WIRE SHAPES covered with TULLE and LACE. 
STRAW HATS and BONNETS in all the new colouring: ---Ruby, Emerald, 
Topaz, Sapphire, Amethyst, Buttercup. Our new Millinery Department 
was never more complete than it is this season. 


JERSEYS AND BLOUSE WAISTS 


In this Department we show one of the finest collections ever shown 


by any one house. 


with full fronts, belted, $2, in black colors. 
The latest Jerseys, Zouave style, in Navy Blue, trimmed with Blue and White 


and colors. 
Stripe. 


comvn R. WALKER & SONS 


For His Brother’s Sake. 


“Yes, sir—yes, sir—we are being taxed to 
death in this country!” he shouted, as the 
chairman of 2 Twenty-third Ward Taxpayers’ 
Association stood on the rear platform of a 
street car. 

‘ How much taxes do you pay, for instance?” 
quietly asked one of the group. 

**How much? How much do I pay? I—I— 
well, I’m not talking for myself, but for my 
brother. His taxes would have been at least 
$12 this year if he hadn't sold out.” 


Where There’s a Will There’s a Way. 


Mr. Jones— Why, Miss Church, at the theater 
in Lent? — is this for such a strict church- 
woman as you 

Miss ee One of the chief aims in Lent 
is to mortify the flesh. If any of my friends 
should see me here I should feel keener morti- 
fication than in any other way. So I have come 
for that purpose alone, and not to enjoy myself, 





OSEPH LAWSON, Issuer of Marriage 
Licenses. 
Office, 4 King Street East. 
Everings at residence, 461 Church Street. 


HENRY C. FORTIER, Issuer of Marriage 
At office 16 Victoria Street, 9 a.m. to 6 p.m. 
At residence—57 Murray Street, evenings. Toronto. 


GAMUEL J. REEVES, Issuer of Mar- 
riage Licenses, 601 Queen Street West, between Port- 

land and Bathurst Streets. Open from 8 a.m. to 10 p.m. 
Residence 118 Palmerston Avenue. 


EO. EAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licenses 
Court Heuse, Adelaide Street 
and 138 Carlton Street 
The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 
Births. 
ELLIS—At Toronto, on March 13, Mrs. Austin D. Eilis—a 
daughter. 
oe Eek Toronto, on March 17, Mrs. D. G. Douglas 


—a si 
__LEPPER—At Bolton, on March 18, Mrs. W. J. Leppar—a 


*OATKINSON—At Toronto, on March 14, Mrs. Williaa P. 
Atkinson—a daughter. 
GREGORY—At Toronto, on March 4, Mre. R. Gregory—a 


son. 

DENNIS—At Toronto, on March 13, Mrs, H. J. Dennis—a 
son. 

WEBSTER—At Toronto, on March 13, Mrs. Henry C. 
Webster—a son. 

HAY—At Toronto, on March 11, Mrs. John W. Hay--a 
daughter. 

MACDONNELL—At Toronto, on March 14, Mrs. D. J. 
Macdonnell— a son. 

ROBERTSON—At Toronto, on March 9, Mrs. Hugh 
Robertson—a daughter. 


STEWART—At Lindsay, on March 17, Mrs. Thomas 


Marriages. 

LEE—CHISHOLM—At Hamilton, on March 12, Erland 
Lee to Nettie R. Chisholm. 

SMART—MACMURCHY—At King, on March 12, James 
Smart to Jennie Macmurchy. 

ARMSTRONG—THIRSK—At Scott, on March 12, Mal- 
colm Campbell Armstrong to Sarah Jane Thirsk. 

BAYNE—CARSON—At Wardsville, on March 12, James 
H. Bayne to Henrietta Carson. 


Deaths. 


TROREY—At Toronto, on March 13, infant daughter of 
G. E. and 8. L. (Tiny) Trorey. 

SNIDER—At Toronto, on March 18, Mrs. George Snider, 
aged 47 years. 

PEACOCK—At Bothwell, Ont., on March 14, Mrs. George 
Peacock, aged 67 years. 

NEWTON—At Limehouse, Mrs. John Newton, aged 74 
years. 

RITCHIE—At Toronto, on March 17, William Ritchie. 

eee ae Scarboro’, on March 18, Francis Thomp- 
son, aged 68 y 

LA CELEY—At Hamilton, on March 18, 
Lanceley, aged 76 yeare. 

BULLEY—At Teignmouth, Devon, England, on Decem- 
ber 16, 1889, Kate Bulley, aged 29 years. 

CARR—At Toronto, on March 14, Joseph Carr, aged 25 
years. 

JEFFERY—At Toronto, on March 17, John Jeffery, aged 
25 yeare. 

PARKER—At Brooklyn, N. Y., on March 15, May M 
Parker, aged 22 years. 

McKINNON—At Toronto, on March 14, Donald McKinnon, 
aged 69 years. 

MARTIN—At Toronto, on March 13, om: child of Owain 
and Margaret McGregor Martin, aged 2 y 

SAMSON—At Dixie, on March 17, gy Jennet Samson, 

aged 56 years. 

KELSO— At Belleville, on March 17, Thomas Kels~, aged 


years. 
IRWIN—At Clover Hill, Ont., on March 15, infant son of 
Harry Irwin. 

LAPPIN—At Toronto, on March 17, Mrs. P. Lappin. 

MULLIN— At Toronto, on March 16, Ehza Mullin. 

CATHLINE—At N: ae -Lake, on February 20, 
ree A Cathline, aged 75 y 

—— Tor she, on om March 16, Robert Morrison, 


aged 54 
CAYLEY—At Toronto, on March 15, Mrs. Emma Cayley, 
72 years, 
“eEDGELOW—At Saat, on March 15, infant son of Rev. 
Octavius and Caroline H. B. Edgelow. 
an Mereetons on March 17, W. D. Shutt, ageri 68 


yOAREY—At Toronto, on March 17, Robert Carey, aged 42 
years. 
McGREGOR—At eee Scotland, on March 12, John 
eet aged 75 y 
. Tecenie, ¢ on March 14, Amy Bell, aged 56 


years. 
SCHOFF—At Toronto, on March 14, youngest daughter 
of Elgin and Alice A Schoff, aged 19 monthe, 


Mrs. Jane 


55 


Plain Jerseys in black colors, well made, shape perfect, $1.50. Blouse, 


Jersey Waist, with new Empire Sleeve, in black 


33-37 
KING. ST. EAST 


HEINTZMAN & CO. 


MANUFAOTURERS OF 


PIANOFORTES 


GRAND, SQUARE AND UPRIGHT. 


The oldest and most 
reliable Piano Manu- 
facturers in the Do- 
minion. 


Our written guarar- 
tee for five years a- 
companies each Pianc, 


Their thirty-six years’ 
record the best guar- 
antee of the excellence 
of their instruments. 


Illustrated Oatalogue 
free on applicat’on 


Warerooms, 117 King Street W., Toronte. 


SMITH—At Toronto, on March 14, Joseph Smith, aged 63 | 
years. 

SCRACE—At Newtonbrook, on March 13, Mrs. William S L k ING HY A S 
Sorace, aged 42 years. 

JONES—At Peterboro’, on March 13, Mrs. El'zabeth Gert- 
rude Ford Jones, aged 50 y years 

LUBBOCK—At Sieskinmn, on March 13, Richard Lub- 


bock, aged 26 years, 


G. L. BALL, DENTIST 
Honor Graduate of Session ’83 and ’84. 
74 Gerrard Street East «- “ ° 





| All the lead ng 


Widow Bedott Papeps---FRER | How York and London Styles 


This is the book over which your grandmothers laughed 
till they cried. and it is just as funny to-day as it ever was. 
Sent with a 100p. Picture Book for bc. silver, for postage, 
and this slip. A. W. BINNEY, Yarmouth, N. 8. 


Toronto | 


Just received 


"orm GRIP! JOHN J. TONKIN 


156 Yonge St., cor. Richmond 


On the Furniture Trade, and 


WE PROPOSE 10 KEEP IT 


TORONTO 


Our specialties in Antique Bedroom | 
Suites at $14.50 and Silk Brocatine 
Parlor Suits at $55 are a terror to 
our COMpOLOTS, 


'R. POTTER & CO. EAST W << ca eiel 


pecial terms to boarders, seem 
Cor. Queen and Portland Sts. aa and en suite. INSPECTION SOLICITED. 


ARLINGTON HOTEL 


Telephone 1384 


By CHARLES M. HENDERSON & Cc. | Cor. Kip tree Toronta 
185 Yuinge Street \ 6 ont ane om 
| 


LARGEST AND BEST ASS OF MENT O 


PETA TS 


At 20 per cent. less than any other honse in the 
stones warranted as represen: Af. —/ 


GEO. E. TRORE 


Manufacturing Jeweler 
61 King Street East, opp. Toronto 


TELEPHONE 


ESTABLIGHED 
1860 1098 


List of coming sales under our management : 


Sale of \) Saturday, March 22, at 185 Yonge Street 
Tuesday, March 25, at 299 Simcoe Street 
Valuable (Th eee, March, 26, at 121 Yonge Street 
arch 27, at 733 Palmerston Ave. 
Furniture / Friday, March 28, at 470 Yonge Street 3 
Sale ¥ stock Boots and shoes, Friday, March 27, at 470 


Street 
Sale ‘f ture, Saturday, March 20, at 185 Yonge Street 


uiring our services wil! kin: 
pentone allendipeanie ee 
Terms as usual. 
CHARLES M. HENDERSON & CO., 
A 


Samos ®t arsoy ps 


Bug re 


~ 


So 





